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MADAM, 


Tuls tragedy, which I do myſelf the honour to dedicate 
to your Grace, is formed upon an original, which paſſes 
for the moſt finiſhed piece, in this kind of writing, that 
has ever been produced in the French language. The 
principal action and main diſtreſs of the play is of ſuch a 
nature, as ſeems more immediately to tlaim the patronage 
of a lady : And, -when I confider the great and ſhining 
charaFers of antiquity, that are celebrated in it, I am na- 
turally directed to inſcribe it to a perſon, whoſe illuſtrious 
father has, by a long ſeries of glorious actions, (for the 

ſervice of his tountry, and in defence of the liberties of 
Europe, ) not only ſurpaſſed the generals of his own time, 
but equalled the greateſt heroes of former ages. The 
name of Hector could not be more terrible among the 
Greeks, than that of the duke of Marlborough has been to 
the French. | 
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The refined taſte you are known to have in all enter- 
tainments for the diverſion of the public, and the peculiar 
life and ornament your preſence gives to all aſſemblies, wwas 
no ſmall motive to determine me in the choice of my 
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patroneſs. The charms that ſhine out in the perſon of 
your Grace, may convince every one, that there is nothing 
unnatural in the power which is aſcribed to the beauty of 
| Andromache. 


* 


The ſtrid regard I have had to decency and good man- 
ners throughout this avork, is the greateſt merit I pretend 
to plead in favour of my preſumption ; and is, I am ſen- 
ible, the only argument that can recommend it moſt effefu-. 
ally to your protection. 

. I am, 
abi the greateſt reſpect, 
Madam, 
your Grace s moſt humble 
and moſt obedient ſervant, 
AMBROSE PHILIPS. 
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Is a tranſlation by AuROSE Pullis from the 
AnDROMAQUE of the great French dramatic poet 
Racine. It was acted originally at Drury-Lane 
Theatre, and firft printed in 1712. 


To thoſe who confine their admiration to the ſtrong 
fabrics of our dramatiſts of the golden age of Englith 
poeſy, the beginning of the ſeventeenth century, the 
prolixity of harangue, and the tedious progreſhon of 
the action, characteriſtic of the French drama, are 
not likely to paſs without their uſual reprobation. 
Yet many fine touches of nature conſiderably enliven 
the ſlumber of the ſtage, and much flow and facility 
of expreſſion gives to the conveyance of elegant ſenti - 
ments the dreſs they beſt delight to adopt. 


The taſte of Appisox ſeems conſiderably to have 
fluctuated.— He naturally, it may be preſumed from 
the ſelections in the Spectator, loved the gorgeous 
grandeur of SuAKSs PEAR E, and the ſublime and pro- 
found delineations of Milton, —but he deferred too 
much to the predominant authorities of the French 
critics. BorLEav hvrried him into a ſtigma of the 
Tuſcan muſe, which even the fairer critics of our 
own day are ſcarcely able to ſupplant—and people 
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talk of the tinſel of ORR Tam, becanſe Ab- 
D15ON had ſeconded the ungrounded cenſure of Boi- 
LEA. It too frequently happens, that, without the 
trouble of thought, the deliberation of deciſion, the 
herd of ſmatterers in letters follow the critic BELL- 
WEATHER, even when he tinkles them from their 
proper bounds. 


Appisox found this play perfectly conſonant with 
the axioms of his French dogmatizers, and the Spec- 
tators were filled with its praiſes. PaiL1es it was 
alſo his pleaſure to lift into a rivalry with PoE; 
and the compoſition of the Maztamxe of FexTon, 
the original author, never wreſted ſuch vehemence 
of praiſe as the tranſlation of PaiLies from the ori- 
ginal of Racine. 


I recollect to have ſeen this piece performed with 
the powerful ſupport of Mrs. CRAw FORD and Mrs. 
VArxESs, and, even then, ſmall was the effect produced 
upon the heart The ſcenes are too cold and decla- 
matory and the perſonages are conſiderable ſuf- 


ferers, by being above our pity and ſuperior to our 
ſympathy. 


PREFACE. 


2 


Ix all the works of genius and invention, whether in verſe or 
proſe, there are in general but three manners of ſtyle; the one 
ſublime and full of majeſty; the other ſimple, natural, and 
eaſy; and the third, ſwelling, forced, and unnatural. An in- 
judicious affectation and ſublimity is what has betrayed a great 
many authors into the latter; not conſidering that real great- 
neſs in writing, as well as in manners, conſiſts in an unaſſected 
ſimplicity, The true ſublime does not lie in ſtrained meta- 
phors and the pomp of worlds, but riſes out of noble ſentiments 
and ſtrong images of nature; which will always appear the more 
conſpicuous, when the language does not ſwell to hide and overs 
ſhadow them, EE | 


Theſe are the conſiderations that have induced me to write 
this tragedy in a ſtyle very different from what has been uſually 
practiſed amongſt us in poems of this nature. I have had the 
advantage to copy after a very great maſter, whoſe writings are 
deſervedly admired in all parts of Europe, and whoſe excellen- 
cics are too well known to the men of letters in this nation, to 
ſtand in need of any farther diſcovery of them here, If I have 
been able to keep up to the beauties of Monſieur Racine in 
my attempts, and to do him no prejudice in the liberties I have 
taken frequently to vary from ſo great a poet, I ſhall have no | 
reaſon to be diſſatisfied with the labour it has coſt me to bring 
the compleateſt of his works upon the Engliſh ſtage, 


I ſhall trouble my reader no farther, than to give him ſome 
ſhort hints relating to this play, from the preface of the French 
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author. The following lines of Virgil mark out the ſcene, the- 
action, and the four principal actors in this tragedy, together 
with their diſtinct characters; excepting that of Hermiage, 
whoſe rage and jealouſy is ſufficiently painted in the Andro. 
mache of Euripides. 


Tittorague Epiri legimus, po- tuque ſubimus 
Cbaonio, et celſam Buthroti afcendimus urbem 
Salemnes tum forte dapes, et triſtia dona 
Libabat cineri Andromache, maneſque vocabat 
Hectoreum ad tumulum, viridi quem ceſpite iuanem, 


Et geminas, caufam lacrymis, ſacraverat arag— 
Dejecit vultum, et demiſſa voce locuta eft : 
O felix una ante alias Priameia wirgo, : 
Hoeffilem ad tumulum, Troje ſub menibus altis 

 Fuſſa mori ! que ſortitus non pertulit wilos, 
Nec victoris beri tetigit captiva cubile. 
Nas patria incenſa, diverſa per æguora vecfæ, 
Stirpis Achillee faſtus, juvenemque ſuper bum, 
Servitio eninæ tulimus, qui deinde ſecutus 
Ledeam Hermianem, Lacedemonioſque hymengor— 
Aft illum ereptæ magno in ammatus amore | | 
Conjugis, et ſcelerum Furiis agitatus Oreſles | 
£Excipit incautum patriaſque obtruncat ad aras, | * = 

| | Vr&s. Ex. Lib. iii. 


The great concern of Andromache, in the Greek poet, is for 
the life of Moloſſus, a ſon ſhe had by Pyrrhus. But it is more 
conformable to the general notion we form of that princeſs, at 
this great diſtance of time, to repreſent her as the diſconſolate 
widow of Hector, and to ſuppoſe her the mother only of Aſty- 
anax. Conſidered in this light, no doubt, ſhe moves our com- 
paſſion much more effectually, than ſhe could be imagined to 
do in any diſtreſs for a ſon by a ſecond huſband, 


PREFACE, 
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In order to bring about this beautiful incident, ſo neceſſuy 


an affectionate wife, and a widow full of veneration for the me- 
mory of her deceaſed huſband, the life of Aſtyanax is indeed 
a little prolonged beyond the term fixed to it by the general 
conſent of the ancient authors. But ſo long as there is no- 
thing improbable in the ſuppoſition, a judicious critic will al- 
ways he pleaſed when he finds a matter of fact (eſpecially ſo far 
removed in the dark and fabulous ages) falſified, for the embel- 
liſhment of a whole poem. 


to heighten in Andromache the character of a tender mother, 
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WRITTEN BY MR. STEELE. 


SE 


Since fancy by itſelf is looſe and vain, 

The wiſe, by rules, that airy power reſtrain : 

They think thoſe writers mad, who at their eaſe 
Convey this houſe and audience where they pleaſe 5 
Who Nature's flated diſtances confound, 

And make this ſpot all ſoils the fun goes round : 

*Tis nothing, when a fancy'd ſcne's in view, 


To ſtip from Covent-Garden to Peru. 


But Shakſpere's ſelf tranſgreſs'd ; and ſhall each elf, 
Zach pigmy genius, quote, great Shakſpere”s ſelf ! 
What critic dares preſcribe what*s juſt and fit, 
Or mark out limits for ſuch boundleſs wit ! 

Shatkſpere could travel thro' earth, ſea, and air, 
And paint out all the powers and wonders there. 
In barren deſarts he makes Nature ſmile, 
And gives us feaſls in his Enchanted 1/le. 

Our author-does his feeble force confeſs, 

Nor dares pretend ſuch merit to tranſgreſs ; 

Does not ſuch ſhining gifts of genus ſhare, 

And therefore makes propriety his care. 


PROLOGUE. Xx 
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Your treat with ſtudied decency he ſerves ; 


Not only rules of time and place preſerves, 
But ſtrives to keep his character intire, 


With French corre&neſs, and with Britiſh fire. 


T his piece, preſented in a foreign tongue, 
When France was glorious, and her monarch young, 
An hundred times a crowded audience drew, 
An hundred times repeated, fill tæuas new, 


Pyrrhus provot*d, to no wild rants betray'd, 
Reſents his generous love ſo ill repay'd ; 
Does like a man reſent, a prince upbraid. 
His ſentiments diſcloſe a royal mind, 
Nor is he known a king from guards behind, 


Injur d Hermione demands relief ; 
But not from heavy narratives of grief : 
In conſcious majeſty her pride is ſhewn 


Born to avenge her curongs, but not bemoan. 


Andromache—1f in our author's lines, 
As in the great original ſhe ſhines, 
Nothing but from barbarity ſhe fears; 
Attend with ſilence, you'll applaud with tears. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 
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DRURY-LANE. 

OM | Men. 
PyxRAvs, ſon of Achilles, - ” Mr. Palmer, 
Pho Nix, counſellor to Pyrrhus, - Mr. Packer. 
OrEsTEs, ſen of Agamemnon, - Mr. Kemble. 
PYLADES, friend to Oreltes, = - Mr. Barrymore, 

Women. 
ANDROMACHE, Hector's wwidorr, - Miſs Kemble. 
Czenlsa, confidante to Andromache, = Miſs Tidſwell. 
HermioNE, daughter to Menelaus, . Mrs. Siddons. 
CLECNE, confidante 10 Hermione, - Miſs Collins. 


Attendants on Pyrrhus and Oreſtes, c. 


COYVENT-GARDERN. 

| | Men, 
PyrnRAvs, ſon of Achilles, - Mr. Pope. 
PaoENIx, counſellor to Pyrrhus, . Mr. Macready. 
ORrESTES, ſon of Agamemnon, - - Mr, Holman. 
PrLiADEs, friend to Oreſtes, - Mir. Davies. 

| | Women. 

ANnpRoMACHE, Hector's wwidoze, - Mrs. Pope. 
CerntsA, confidante to Andromache, Mrs. Morton. 
HegmIoNe, daughter to Menelaus, - Miſs Brunton. 
CON E, compidante to Hermione, - Miſs Stuart. 


: Attendants an Pyrrhus and Oreſtes, Qc. 


The SCENE, a great hall in the court of Pyrihus, at Buthtotos, 
the capital city of Epirus. 


THE 


DISTREST MOTHER. 


ACT I. SCENE [. 


* 


The Palace of PyRRHUsS. Enter Ok EST ES, PyIApzs, 
and Attendants. 


Oreſtes. 


Orvrapzs! what's life without a friend! 

At ſight of thee my gloomy ſoul cheers up; 

My hopes revive, and gladneſs dawns within me. 
After an abſence of ſix tedious moons, 

How could I hope to find my Pylades, 

My joy, my comfort, on this fatal ſhore ? 

Even in the court of Pyrrhus ! in theſe realms, 
Theſe hated realms, ſo croſs to all my wiſhes. 
Oh, my brave friend! may no blind ſtroke of fate 
Divide us more, and tear me from myſelf. 


Pyl. O prince! O my Oreſtes! O my friend. 7 


Thus let me ſpeak the welcome of my heart. 
¶Embracing. 
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14 THE DISTREST MOTHER. Act I. 


vince 1 have gain'd this unexpected meeting, 
Bleſt be the powers who barr'd my way to Greece, 
And kept me here ! e'er ſince the unhappy day 
When warring wi nds (Epirus full in view) 
Sunder'd our barks on the loud, ſtormy main. 
Oreſt. It was, indeed, a morning full of horror! 
Pyl. A thouſand boding cares have rack'd my ſoul 
In your behalf. Often, with tears, I mourn'd 
The fatal ills, in which your life's involv'd; 
And grudg'd you dangers which J could not ſhare. 
I fear'd to what extremities the black deſpair 
That prey'd upon your ,mind, 8 8 have betray'd 
you, | 
And left the gods, in pity to your woes, 
Should hear your pray'rs, and take the life you loath'd. 
But' now with joy I ſee you ! The retinue, 
And numerous followers that ſurround you here, 
Speak better fortunes, and a mind diſpos'd 
To reliſh life. 
Oreſt. Alas! my friend, who knows 
'The deftiny to which I ſtand reſerv'd ! 
1 come in ſearch of an inhuman fair; 
And live or die, as ſhe decrees my fate. 
Pyl. You much ſurpriſe me, prince !——1 thought 
you cur'd 
Of your unpity'd, unſucceſsful paſſion. 
Why, in Epirus, ſhould you hope to find 
Hermione leſs cruel, than at Sparta ? 
1 thought her pride, and the diſdainful manner 
In which ſhe treated all your conſtant ſuff' rings, 
Had broke your fetters, and aſſur'd your freedom: 
Aſham'd of your repulſe, and ſlighted yows, 
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You hated her ; you talk'd of her no more; 
Prince, you deceiv'd me. 

Oreft. I deceiv'd myſelf. 
Do not upbraid the unhappy man, that loves thee. 
Thou know'ft I never hid my paſſion from thee 
Thou ſaw'ſt it in its birth and in its progreſs ; 
And when at laſt the hoary king, her father, 
Great Menelaus, gave away his daughter, 
His lovely daughter, to the happy Pyrrhus, 
Th” avenger of his wrongs, thou ſaw'ſt my grief, 
My torture, my deſpair ; © and how I dragg'd, 
« From ſea to ſea, a heavy chain of woes,” 
O Pylades! my heart has bled within me, 
To lee thee, preſt with ſorrows not thy own, 
Still wand'ring with me like a baniſh'd man! 
Watchful, and anxious for thy wretched friend, 
To temper the wild tranſports of my mind, 
And ſave me from myſelf. 

Pyl. Why thus unkind ? 

Why will you envy me the pleaſing taſk 
Of generous love, and ſympathizing friendſhip ? 

Oreft. Thou miracle of truth-—but hear me on. 
When in the midſt of my diſaſtrous fate, 
I thought how the divine Hermione, 
Deaf to my vows, regardleſs of my plaints, 
Gave up herſelf, in all her charms, to Pyrrhus ; 
Thou may'ſt remember, I abhorr'd her name, 
Strove to forget her and repay her ſcorn. 
I made my friends, and even myſelf, believe 
My ſoul was freed. Alas! I did not fee, 
That all the malice of my heart was love. 
Triumphing thus, and yet a captive ſtill, 
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In Greece I landed: and in Greece I found 
The aſſembled princes all alarm'd with fears, 
In which their common ſafety ſeem'd concern'd. 
I join'd them: for I hop'd that war and glory 
Might fill my mind, and take up all my thoughts : 
And, that my ſhatter'd ſoul, impair'd with grief, - 
Once more would reaſſume its wonted vigour, 
And ev'ry idle paſſion quit my breaſt. 
Pyl. The thought was worthy Agamemnon's ſon. 
Oreſt. But ſee the ſtrange perverſeneſs of my ſtars, 
Which throws me on the rock I ſtrove to ſhun ! 
The jealous chiefs, and all the ftates of Greece, 
With one united voice complain of Pyrrhus; 
That now forgetful of the promiſe giv'n, 
And mindleſs of his godlike father's fate, 
Aſtyanax, he nurſes in his court; 
Aſtyanax, the young, ſurviving hope 
Of ruin'd Troy; Aſtyanax, deſcended 
From a long race of kings; great Hector's ſon. 
Pyl. A name ſtill dreadful in the ears of Greece! 
But, prince, you'll ceaſe to wonder why the child 
Lives thus protected in the court of Pyrrhus, 
When you ſhall hear, the bright Andromache, 
| His lovely captive, charms him from his purpoſe : 
| The mother's beauty guards the helpleſs ſon. 
| Oreſt. Your tale confirms what I have heard; and 
pe | 
| Spring all my hopes. Since my proud rival wooes 
Another partner to his throne and bed, 
Hermione may ftill be mine. Her father, 
The injur'd Menelaus, thinks already | 
His daughter flighted, and th' intended muptials 


Acr IJ. THE DISTREST MOTHER. 17 
Too long delay d. I heard his loud complaints 
With ſecret pleaſure; and was glad to find 
Th' ungrateful maid neglected in her turn, 

And all my wrongs aveng'd in her diſgrace. 

Pyl. Oh, may you keep TN juft reſentments 

warm! 
Oręſt. Reſentments! Oh, my friend, toa ſoon E 
found 

They grew not out of hatred! I'm verry? d: 

I practice on myfelf; and fondly plot 
My own undoing. Goaded on by love, 

I canvaſs'd alb-the ſuffrages of Greece: 

And here I come their ſworn ambaſſador, 

To ſpeak their jealouſies, and claim this boy. 

Pyl. Pyrrhus will treat your embaſſy with ſcorn. 
Full of Achilles, his redoubted fire, 
Pyrrhus is proud, impetuous, headftrong, fierce 3 
| Made up of paſſions : Will he then be ſway'd, 

And pive to death the ſon of her he loves ? 
Oreſt. Oh, would he render up Hermione, 
And keep Aſtyanax, I ſhould be bleſt ! 
He muſt ; he ſhall. Hermione is my life, 
My ſoul, my rapture !—Pll no longer curb 
The ſtrong defire that hurries me to madneſs : 
Pl! give a looſe to love; I'll bear her hence 
[Il tear her from his arms; PI|I—O, ye gods! 
Give me Hermione, or let me die! 


But tell me, Pylades; how ſtand my hopes? 

Is Pyrrhus ſtill enamour'd with her charms ? 

Or doſt thou think he'll yield me up the prize, 

fb he dear, dear prize, which he has raviſh'd from 
me? 
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Pyl. J dare not flatter your fond hopes ſo far; 
The king, indeed, cold to the Spartan Princeſs, 
Turns all his paſſion to Andromache, 

Hector's afflicted widow. But in vain, 
With interwoven love and rage, he ſues 

The charming captive, obſtinately cruel. 

Oft he alarms her for her child confin'd 
Apart ; and when her tears begin to flow, 
As ſoon he ſtops them, and recalls his threats. 
Hermione a thouſand times has ſeen 

His ill-requited vows return to her; 

And takes his indignation all for love. 

What can be gather'd from a man ſo various? 
He may, in the diſorder of his ſoul, 

Wed her he hates; and puniſh her he loves. 

Oreft. But tell me how the wrong'd Hermione 
Brooks her flow nuptials, and diſhonour'd charms ? 

Pyl. Hermione would fain be thonght to ſcorn 
Her wavering lover, and diſdain his falſehood; 
But, ſpite of all her pride and conſcious beauty, 
She mourns in ſecret her neglected charms; 
And oft has made me privy to her tears: 

Still threatens to be gone: yet ſtill ſne ſtays; 
And ſometimes fighs, and wiſhes for Oreftes : 
Orgſt. Ah, were thoſe wiſhes from her heart, my 
friend, | 
I'd fly in tranſport  Flouriſh within. 
. Pyl. Hear !—the king approaches 
To give you audience. Speak your embaſſy 
Without reſerve : urge the demands of Greece 
And, in the name of all her kings, require, 
That Hector's ſon be giv'n into your hands, 
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Pyrrhus, inſtead of granting what they aſk, 
To ſpeed his love and win the Trojan dame, 
Will make it merit to preſerve her ſon. 
But, ſee ; he comes. 
Ore/l. Mean while, my Pylades, 
Go, and diſpoſe Hermione to ſee 
Her lover, who is come thus far, to throw 
Himſelf, in all his ſorrows, at her feet. 


Enter PrRRHVUSs, Protnix, and Attendants, 


Before I ſpeak the meſſage of the Greeks, 

Permit me, fir, to glory in the title 

Of their ambaſſador ; ſince I behold 
_ Troy's vanquiſher, and great Achilles' ſon. 

Nor does the fon riſe ſhort of ſuch a father: 

If Hector feil by him. Troy fell by you. 

But what your father never would have done, 
Vou do. You cheriſh the remains of Troy; 

And by an ill-tim'd pity keep alive 

The dying embers of a ten years war. 

Have you ſo ſoon forgot the mighty Hector? 

The Greeks remember his high brandiſh'd ſword, 

That fill'd their ſtates with widows and with orphans, 

For which they call for vengeance on his ſon. 
Who knows what he may one day prove? Who 

knows 

But he may brave us in our ports; and, fill d 

With Hector's fury, ſet our fleets on blaze. 

You may, yourſelf, live to repent your mercy. 

Comply, then, with the Grecians? juſt demands: 

Satiate their vengeance, and preſerve yourſelt. 
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Pyr. The Greeks are for my ſafety more concern'd 
Than I defire. I thought your kings were met 
On more important counſel, When J heard 
The name of their ambaſſador, 1 hop'd 
Some glorious enterprize was taking birth. 
Is Agamemnon's ſon diſpatch'd for this? 
And do the Grecian chiefs, renown'd in war, 
A race of heroes, join in cloſe debate, 
To plot an infant's death What right has Greece 
To aſk his life? Muſt I, muſt I alone, 
Of all the ſcepter'd warriors, be deny'd 
To treat my captive as I pleaſe? Know, prince, 
When Troy lay ſmoking on the ground, and each 
Proud victor ſhar'd the harveſt of the war, 
Andromache and this her ſon were mine; 
Were mine by lot; and who ſhall wreſt them from 
„ 
Ulyſſes bore away old Priam's queen; 
Caſſandra was your own great father's prize; 
Did J concern myſelf in what they won? 
Did I ſend embaſſies to claim their captives ? | 
Oreft. But, fir, we fear for you, and for ourſelves. 
Troy may again revive, and a new Hector 
Riſe in Aſtyanax. Then think betimes— 
Pyr. Let daſtard ſouls be timorouſly wiſe : 
But tell them, Pyrrhus knows not how to form 
Far-fancy'd ills, and dangers out of ſight. 
Oreft. Sir, call to mind the unrivalld ſtrength of © 
8 Troy; 
Her walls, her bulwarks, and her gates of braſs ; 
Her kings, her heroes, and embattled armies ! | 
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Pyr. I call them all to mind; and ſee them all 
Confus' d in duſt; all mixt in one wide ruin; 
All but a child, and he in bondage held. 
What vengeance can we fear from a ſuch a Troy! * 
If they haye ſworn to extinguiſh Hector's race, 
Why was their vow for twelve long months deferr'd ? 
Why was he not in Priam's boſom ſlain ? 
He ſhould have fall'n among the ſlaughter'd heaps, 
Whelm'd under Troy. His death had then been juſt. 
« When age and infancy, alike in vain, 
“ Pleaded their weakneſs ; when the heat of conqueſt, 
And horrors of the ſight, rouz'd all our rage, 
& And blindly hurry'd us thro ſcenes of death.” 
My fury then was without bounds : but now, 
My wrath, appeas d, muſt I be cruel {till ? 
And, deaf to all the tender calls of pity, 
Like a cool murderer, bathe my hands in blood; 
An infant's blood ?—No, prince—go, bid the Greeks 
Mark out ſome other victim ; my revenge 
Has had its, fill. What has eſcap'd from Troy 
Shall not be ſav'd to periſh in Epirus. 
Oreft. T need not tell you, fir, Aſtyanax 
Was doom'd to death in Troy; nor mention how - 
The crafty mother ſav'd her darling fon : 
The Greeks do now but urge their former ſentence ; 
Nor is't the boy, but Hector, they purſue ; 
The father draws their vengeance on the ſon : 
The father, who ſo oft in Grecian blood 
Has drench'd his ſword ; the father, whom the Greeks 
May ſeek even here.—Prevent them, fir, in time. 
Pyr. No! let them come; ſince I was born to 
Wage x 
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Eternal wars. Let them now turn their arms 

On him, who conquer'd for them: let them come, 

And in Epirus ſeek another Troy. 

*T'was thus they recompens'd my godlike fire; 

Thus was Achilles thank'd. But, prince, remember, 

Their black ingratitude then coſt them dear, 

Oreſt. Shall Greece then find a rebel fon in Pyrrhus? 
Pyr, Have 1 then conquer'd to depend on Greece? 
Oreft. Hermione will ſway your ſoul to peace, 

And mediate *twixt her father and yourſelf: 

Her beauty will enforce my embaſſy. 

Pyr. Hermione may have her charms ; and I 

May love her ſtill, tho? not her father's ſlave. 

I may in time give proofs, that I'm a lover 

But never muſt forget, that I'm a king. 

| Meanwhile, fir, you may ſee fair Hellen's daughter; 

I know how near in blood you ſtand ally'd. 

That done, you have my anſwer, prince. The 

Greeks, 

No doubt, expect your quick return. [ Ex. Oreſt. &c. 
Phen. Sir, do you ſend your rival to the princeſs ? 
Pyr. I am told, that he has lov'd her long. 

Phen. If fo, _ 

Have you not cauſe to fear the ſmother'd flame 

May kindle at her ſight, and blazeanew ? 

And ſhe be brought to liſten to his paſſion. 

Pyr. Ay, let them, Phoenix, let them love their fi! j 
Let them go hence; let them depart together: 
Together let them ſail for Sparta: all my ports 
Are open to them both. From what conſtraint, 
What irkſome thoughts, ſhould I be then reliev'd ! 

Phen. But, fir, 
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Pyr. I ſhall another time good Phenix, 
Unboſom to thee all my thoughts—for, ſee, 
Andromache apppears. 


Enter ANDROMACHE, and CEPHiSA, 


Pyr. May I, madam, 
Flatter my hopes ſo far as to believe 
You come to ſeek me here? 
Andr. This way, fir, leads ; 
To thoſe apartments where you guard my ſon, 
Since you permit me, once a day, to viſit 
All J have left of Hector and of Troy, 
I go to weep a few ſad moments with him. 
I have not yet, to-day, embrac'd my child; 
I have not held him in my widow'd arms. 
Pyr. Ah, madam, ſhould the threats of Greece 
prevail, 
You'll have occaſion for your tears, indeed? 


Andr. Alas, what threats! What can alarm the 
Greeks ? | 


There are no Trojans left! 

Pyr. Their hate to Hector 
Can never die: the terror of his name 

Still ſhakes their ſouls; and makes them dread his 

ſon. | 

Pyr. A mighty honour for victorious Greece, 
To fear an infant, a poor friendleſs child! 
Who ſmiles in bondage : nor yet knows himſelf 
The ſon of Hector, and the ſlave of Pyrrhus. 

Pyr. Weak as he is, the Greeks demand his life ; 
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And ſend no leſs than Agamemnon's ſon, 
To fetch him hence. 
Andr. And, ſir, do you comply | 
With ſuch demands: This blow is aim'd at me: 
How ſhould the child avenge his ſlaughter'd fire ? 
But, cruel men! they will not have him live 
'To cheer my heavy heart, and eaſe my bonds. 
I promis'd to myſelf in him a ſon, 
In him a friend, a huſband, and a father. | 
But I muſt ſuffer ſorrow heap'd on ſorrow ; 
And ſtill the fatal ſtroke muſt come from you. 
Pyr. Dry up thoſe tears, I muſt not ſee you weep, 
And know, 1 have rejected their demands. 


The Greeks already threaten me with war: 


But, ſhould they arm, as once they did for Helen, 
And hide the Adriatic with their fleets ; 

Should they prepare a ſecond ten years ſiege, 

And lay my towers and palaces in duſt : 

I am determin'd to defend your ſon ; 

And rather die myſelf than give him up. 

But, madam, in the midſt of all theſe dangers, 
Will you refuſe me a propitious ſmile ? 


Hated of Greece, and preſt on every fide, 


Let me not, madam, while I fight your cauſe, 
Let me not combat with your cruelties. 


And count Andromache amongſt my foes. 


Andr. Conſider, fir, how this will ſound in Greece! 
How can ſo great a ſou] betray ſuch weakneſs ? 
Let not men ſay, ſo generous a deſign 
Was but the tranſport of a heart in love. 
Pyr. Your charms will juſtify me to the world. 
Andr. How can Andromache, a captive queen, 
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O'erwhelm'd with grief, a burthen to herſelf, 
Harbour a thought of love ? Alas ! what charms 


Have theſe unhappy eyes, by you condemn'd 
To weep for ever ?—Talk of it no more. 


To reverence the misfortunes of a foe ? 


To ſuccour the diſtreſt ; to give the ſon 


To an afflicted mother; to repel 


Confederate nations, leagu'd againſt his life; 

Unbrib'd by love, unterrify'd by threats, 

To pity, to prote& him : theſe are cares, 

Theſe are exploits worthy Achilles” ſon. 
Fyr. Will your reſentments, then, endure for ever! 

Muft Pyrrhus never be forgiven ? 'Tis true, 

My ſword has often reek'd in Phrygian blood, 

And carried havoc through your royal kindred 

But you, fair princeſs, amply have aveng'd 

Old Priam's vanquiſh'd houſe : and all the woes 

I brought on them, fall ſhort of what I ſuffer. 


We both have ſuffer'd in our turns : and now 


Our common foe ſhould teach us to unite. 
Andr. Where does the captive not behold a foe ? 
Pyr. Forget the term of hatred ; and behold 

A friend in Pyrrhus ! Give me but to hope, 

Jil free your ſon ; I'll be a father to him: 


Myſelf will teach him to avenge the Trojans. 


I'll go in perſon to chaſtiſe the Greeks, 

Both for your wrongs and mine. Inſpir'd by you, 
What would 1 not achieve? Again ſhall Troy 
Riſe from its aſhes : this right arm ſhall fix 

Her ſeat of empire; and your ſon ſhall reign. 


B 


— r 
* * a 


. A ES IEG I I et ns res — — 


26 THE DisT REST MOTHER, Acer l. 
| | Andr. Such dreams of greatneſs ſuit not my GON» 
| dition: 


His hopes of empire periſt'd with his father. 
1 No; thou imperial city, ancient Troy, 
| | Thou pride of Aſia, founded by the gods! 
1 Never, Oh, never muſt we hope to ſee | 
| | Thoſe bulwarks riſe, which Hector could not guard! 
| Sir, all I wiſh for, is ſome quite exile, 
WM Where, far from Greece remov'd, and far from you, 
| | I may conceal my ſon, and mourn my huſband, 
Your love creates my envy, Oh, return! 
| | Return to your betroth'd Hermione. 
Ad Pyr. Why do you mock me thus? You know, I 
cannot. | | 
| You know my heart 1s yours: my ſoul hangs on you : 
28 | You take up every wiſn: my waking thoughts, 
And nightly dreams are all employ'd on you. 
"Tis true, Hermione was ſent to ſhare 
My throne and bed ; and would with tranſport hear 
The yows which yan neglect. 
Adr. She has no Troy, 
No Hector to lament : ſhe has not ot 
A huſband by your conqueſts. Such a huſband ! 
(Tormenting thought !) whoſe death alone has made 
Your fire immortal : Pyrrhus and Achilles 
Are both grown great by my calamities. 
Pyr. Madam, *tis well! *Tis very well! I find, 
Your will muſt be obey'd. Imperious captive, 
It ſhall. Henceforth I blot you from my mind : 
You teach me to forget your charms ; to hate you: 
For know, inhuman beauty, I have lov'd 
Too well to treat you with indifference. 


— 
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Think well upon it: my diſorder'd ſoul : 
Wavers between th” extremes of love and rage; 
I've been too tame; I will wake to vengeance ! 
The ſon ſhall anſwer for the mother's ſcorn. 

The Greeks demand him: nor will I endanger 
My realms, to pleaſure an ungrateful woman. 


Andr. Then he muſt die! Alas, my ſon muſt die! 


He has no friend, no ſuccour left beſide 

His mother's tears, and his own innocence. 

Hyr. Go, madam ; viſit this unhappy ſon. 

The ſight of him may bend your ſtubborn heart 

And turn to ſoftneſs your unjuſt diſdain. 

I ſhall once more expect your anſwer. Go, 

And think, while you embrace the captive boy, 

Think that his life depends on your reſolves _ 
[ Exit Pyrrhus, &c. 

Andr. III go; and in the anguiſh of my heart, 

Weep o' er my child If he muſt die, my life 

Is wrapt in his; I ſhall not long ſurvive. 

| Tis for his ſake that I have ſuffer'd life, 

Groan'd in captivity, and-outliv'd Hector. 

Yes, my Aſtyanax, we'll go together ! 

Together to the realms of night we'll po ! 

There to thy raviſh'd eyes thy fire I] ſhew, 

And point him out among the ſhades below. 


B 2 


= * 
A — 
— - 

— 


THE DISTREST MOTHER Acer ll. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


— 


HERMIONE and CL EON E. 


Hermione. 
Wer, I'll be rul'd, Cleone : I will ſee him 
I have told Pylades that he may bring him; 
But truſt me, were I left to my own thoughts, 


I ſhould forbid him yet. 


Cleo. And why forbid him ? 
Is he not, madam, ſtill the ſame Oreſtes? 
Oreſtes, whoſe return you oft have wiſh'd ? 
The man whoſe ſufferings you ſo oft lamented, 
And often prais'd his conſtancy and love? 
Her. That love, that conſtancy, ſo ill requited, 
Upbraids me to myſelf! I bluſh to think 
How I have us'd him; and would ſhun his preſence. 
What will be my confuſion when he ſees me 
Neglected, and forſaken, like himſelf ? 
Will he not ſay, is this the ſcornful maid, 
The proud Hermione, that tyranniz'd 
In Sparta's court, and triumph'd in her charms ? 


| Her inſolence at laſt is well repaid. 
I cannot bear the thought! 
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Cleo. Vou wrong yourſelf 
With unbecoming fears. He knows too well 
Your beauty and your worth. Your lover comes not 
To offer inſults ; but to repeat his vows. 
And breathe his ardent paſhon at your feet. 
But, madam, what's your royal father's will? 
What orders do your letters bring from Sparta? 

Her. His orders are, if Pyrrhus till deny 
The nuptials, and refuſe to ſacrifice 
This Trojan boy, I ſhould with ſpeed embark, 

And with their embaſly return to Greece, 

Cleo. What would you more? Oreſtes comes in time 
To fave your honour. Pyrrhus cools apace : 
Prevent his falſehood, and forſake him firſt. | 
I know you hate him ; you have told me ſo. 

Her. Hate him! My injur'd honour bids me hate him. 
Th ungrateful man, to whom I fondly gave 
My virgin heart; the man I lov'd ſo dearly 
The man I doated on! Oh, my Cleone ! 

How is it poſfible I ſhould not hate him? 

Cleo. Then give him over, madam. Quit his court; 
And with Oreſtes— 

Her. No! I muſt have time 
To work up all my rage ! To meditate 

A parting full of horror! My revenge 
Will be but too much quicken'd by the traitor. 


Cleo. Do you then wait new inſults, new affronts ? | 


To draw you from your father! Then to leave you! 

In his own court to leave you—for a captive ! 

If Pyrrhus can provoke you, he has done it. | 
Her. Why doſt thou heighten my diſtreſs ! ? I fear 

To ſearch out my own thoughts, and ſound my heart. 


- 
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Be blind to what thou ſeeſt: believe me cur'd: 


Flatter my weakneſs ; tell me I have conquer'd; 


Think that my injur'd ſoul is ſet againſt him; 
And do thy beſt to make me think ſo too? 
Cleo. Why would you loiter here, chen? 2 
Her. Let us fly! 
Let us begone ! I leave him to his captive : 
Let him go kneel, and ſupplicate his ſlave. 
Let us begone But what if he repent? 
What if the perjur'd prince again ſubmit, 
And ſue for pardon ? What if he renew 
His former vows ?—But, oh, the faithleſs man ! 
He flights me ! drives me to extremities !—However, 
Pl ſtay, Cleone, to perplex their loves; 
PII ſtay, till by an open breach of contract, 
I make him hateful to the Greeks. Already 


' Their vengeance have I drawn upon the ſon, 


Their ſecond embaſſy ſhall claim the mother: 

I will redouble all my griefs upon her! 
Cleo. Ah, madam, whither does your rage tranſport 

you ? 

Andromache, alas ! is innocent. 

A woman plung'd in ſorrow; dead to love: 

And when ſhe thinks on Pyrrhus, *tis with horror. 
Her. Would I had done ſo too He had not then 

Betray'd my eaſy faith, —But I, alas 

Diſcover'd all the fondneſs of my ſoul ! 


I made no ſecret of my paſſion to him, 


Nor thought it dangerous to be ſincere : 
My eyes, my tongue, my actions ſpoke my heart. 
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Cleo. Well might you ſpeak without reſerve to one 
Engaged to you by ſolemn oaths and treaties. 

Her. His ardour too was an excuſe to mine: 
With other eyes he ſaw me then !—Cleone, 
Thou mayſt remember, every thing conſpir'd 
To favour him: my father's wrongs aveng'd; 
The Greeks triumphant ; fleets of Trojan ſpoils ; 
His mighty fire's, his own immortal fame; 
His eager love ;—all, all conſpir'd againſt me! 
— But 1 have done: I'll think no more of Pyrrhus. 
Oreſtes wants not merit ; and he loves me, 
My gratitude, my honour, both plead for him: 
And if I've power over my own heart, 'tis his. 
Cleo. Madam, he comes 

Her. Alas, I did not think | 
He was ſo near !—I wiſh 1 might not ſee him. 


Enter Ox Es TES. 


How am I to interpret, fir, this viſit ! 
Is it a compliment of form, or love? 


Oreft. Madam, you know my weakneſs. Tin my fate 


To love unpity d: to deſire to ſee you 

And ſtill to ſwear each time ſhall be the laſt. 
My paſfion breaks thro' my repeated oaths : 

And every time I viſit you I'm perjur'd. 

Even now, I find my wounds all bleed afreſh : 

I bluſh to own it; but I know no cure. 

I call the gods to witneſs, I have try'd 
Whatever man could do, (but try'd in vain,) 
To wear you from my mind. Thro' ſtormy ſeas, 
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And bene climes, in a whole year of abſence, 

- T courted dangers, and I long' d for death. 
Her. Why will you, prince, indulge this mournful 
| tale ? 

It ill becomes the ambaſſador of Greece 

To talk of dying and of love. Remember 

The kings you repreſent : Shall their revenge 

Be diſappointed by your ill-tim'd paſſion? 

| Diſcharge your embaſſy : tis not Oreſtes 

The Greeks deſire ſhould die. 

Ore/t. My embaſſy 
Is at an end, for Pyrrhus has refus'd 
To give up Hector's ſon. Some hidden power 
Protects the boy. 

Her. Faithleſs, ungrateful man ! Il [Adfide 

Oreft. I now prepare for Greece. But e'er I go, 
Would hear my final doom pronounc'd by you— 
What do I ſay-— I do already hear it! 

My doom is fixt : I read it in your. eyes. 

Her. Will you then ſtill deſpair ? be {till ſuſpicious ? 
What have 1 done? Wherein have | been cruel ? 
Tis true, you find me in the court of Pyrrhus : 

But 'twas my royal father ſent me hither. 

And who can tell but I have ſhar'd your griefs ? 
Have I ne'er wept in ſecret | ? Never wiſhk'd 

To ſee Oreſtes? 

Oreſt. Wiſh'd to ſee Oreſtes ! 
Oh joy! oh ecſtacy ? My ſoul's intranc'd ? 

Oh, charming princeſs ! Oh, tranſcendent maid ! 

My utmoſt wiſh ! Thus, thus let me expreſs 
My boundleſs thanks I never was unhappy— 
Am I Oreſtes !— 
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Her. You are Oreſtes, 18 
The ſame unalter'd, generous, faithful lover: 
The prince whom I eſteem ; whom 1 lament; 
And whom I fain would teach my heart to love! 
Oreft. Ay, there it is! I have hut your eſteem, 

While Pyrrhus has your heart ! 
Her. Believe me, prince, 
Were you as Pyrrhus, I ſhould hate you! 
Oreſt. No! 
I ſhould be bleſt ! I ſhould be Jov'd as he is !— 
Yet all this while I die by your diſdain, 


While he neglects your charms, and courts another. 


Her. And who has told you, prince, that I'm neg- 


lected? 
Has Pyrrhus ſaid (Oh, I ſhall go diſtracted !) 
Has Pyrrhus told you ſo ?!!—Or is it you, 


Who think thus meanly of me ?- 
All do not judge like you !— 
Orell. Madam, go on! 

Ioſult me ſtill : I'm us'd to bear your ſcorn. 
Her. Why am I told how Pyrrhus loves or hates ? 


Sir, perhaps, 


— Go, prince, and arm the Greeks againſt the rebel; 


| Let them lay waſte his country! raze his towns; 
Deſtroy his fleets ; his palaces ;—himſelf !— 
Go, prince, and tell me then how much I love him. 
Oreſt. To haſten his deſtruction, come yourlelt ; 
And work your royal father to his rain. 
Her. Mean while he weds Andromache ! 
Oreft. Ah, princeſs ! 
What is't I hear? 
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Her. What infamy for Greece, 
If he ſhould wed a Phrygian, and a captive ! 
Oreft. Is this your hatred, madam ?—Tis in vain 
To hide your paſſion ; every thing betrays it: 
Your looks, your ſpeech, your anger: nay; your ſi- 
lence; 
Vour love appears in all; your Gora flame 
Breaks out the more, the more you would conceal it. 
Her. Your jealouſy perverts my meaning ftill, 
And vreſts each circumſtance to your diſquiet; 


| my very hate is conftru'd into fondneſs. 


Oreſt. Impute my fears, if groundleſs, to my love. 
Her. Then hear me, prince. Obedience to a 
father | 
Firſt brought me hither ; and the ſame obedience' 
Detains me here, till Pyrrhus drive me hence, 
Or my offended father hall recall me. 
Tell this proud king, that Menelaus fcorns 
To match his daughter with a foe of Greece 
Bid him reſign Aſtyanax, or me. 
If he perſiſts to guard the hoſtile boy, 


Hermione embarks with you for Sparta. 


[ Ex, Her. and Cleone. 
Oreft. Then is Oreſtes bleſt! My griefs are fled! 
Fled like a dream !—Methinks I tread in air! 
« Pyrrhus, enamour'd of his captive queen, 


1 Will thank me, if I take her rival hence: 


« He looks not on the princeſs with my eyes! 


« Surpriſing happineſs Ualook'd- for joy !“ 


Never let love deſpair !—the prize is mine ! 


Be ſmooth, ye ſeas ! and ye, propitious winds, 


Breathe from Epirus to the Spartan coaſts ! 
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I long to view the ſails unfurld !—But, ſee ! 
Pyrrhus approaches in an happy hour. 


Enter PyRRHUs, and PHOENIX. 

Pyr. 1 was in pain to find you, prince. My | 
warm Ts PER 0 ORE | 
Ungovern'd temper would not let me weigh || 
- 

f 

| 


The importance of your-embaſly, and hear 
You argue for my good. I was to blame. | I 
I fince have pois'd your reaſons ; and I thank 
My good allies : their care deſerves my thanks. 
You have convinc'd me, that the weai of Greece, 
My father's honour, and my own repoſe, 
Demand that Hector's race ſhould be deſtroy'd. Ut! 
I ſhall deliver up Aſtyanax ; | | | 
And you, yourſelf ſhall bear the victim hence. 
Oreſt. If you approve it, ſir, and are content 
To ſpill the blood of a defenceleſs child; 
The offended Greeks, no doubt, will be appeas'd. 
Pyr. Cloſer to ſtrain the knot of our alliance, 
I have determin'd to eſpouſe Hermione, 
You come in time to grace our nuptial rites : 
In you the kings of Greece will all be preſent ; 
And you have right to perſonate her father, 
As bis ambaſſador, and brother's ſon. 
Go, prince, renew your viſit ; tell Hermione, 
To-morrow I receive her from your hands. 
Oreft. [Afide] Oh, change of fortune! Oh, undone 
Oreſtes | [Exit Oreſtes, 
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Hr. Well, Phoenix, am I till a ſlave to love? 
What thiok'ſt thou now? Am I myſelf again? 

| Phen. "Tis as it ſhould be: this diſcovers Pyrrhus ; 
Shews all the hero. Now you are yourſelf! 
The ſon, the rival of the great Achilles! 
Greece will applaud you ; and the world confeſs, 
Pyrrhus has conquer'd Troy a ſecond time! 

Pyr. Nay, Phoenix, now I but begin to triumph: 
I never was a conqueror 'till now ! 
Believe me, a whole hoſt, a war of foes, . 
May ſooner be ſubdu'd, than love. Oh, Phenix, 
What ruin have I ſhunn'd ! The Greeks enrag d, 
Hung o'er me, like a gathering ſtorm, and ſoon 
Had burſt in thunder on my head ; while I 
Abandon'd duty, empire, honour, all, 
To pleaſe a th: nkleſs woman !—One kind look 
Had quite undone me! 

Phen. Oh, my royal maſter ! | 
The gods, in favour to you, made her cruel. 

Pyr. Thou ſaw'ſt with how much ſcorn ſhe treated 

me! 
When I permitted her to ſee her ſon, 
T hop'd it might have work'd her to my wiſhes, 
I went to ſee the mournful interview, _ 
And found her bath'd in tears, and loſt in paſſion. 
Wild with diſtreſs, a thouſand times ſhe call'd 
On Hector's name: and when I ſpoke in comfort, 
And promis?d my protection to her ſon, 
She kiſs'd the boy; and call'd again on Hector: 
Then, ſtrain'd him in her arms; and ery d, 'Tis 
he! 

« Tis he himſelf ! his eyes, his every feature! 
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« His very frown, and his ſtern look already! 
“ ?Tis he: *Tis my lov'd lord whom I embrace i” 
Does ſhe then think, that I preſerve the boy 
To ſoothe, and keep alive her flame for Hector? 
Phen. No doubt, ſhe does; and * you favour'd 
in it; 
But let her go, for an ungrateful woman ! 
Pyr. I know the thoughts of her proud, ſtubborn 
| heart: 
Vain of her charms, and inſolent in beauty, 
She mocks my rage; and when it threatens loudeſt, 
Expects *twill ſoon be humbled into love. 
But we ſhall change our parts; and ſhe ſhall find, 
I can be deaf, like her; and ſteel my heart. 
She's Hector's widow ; I Achilles? ſon ! 
Pyrrhus is born to hate Andromache. 
Phen. My royal maſter, talk of her no more; 
I do not like this anger. Your Hermione 
| Should now engroſs your thoughts. Tis time to ſee 
der; 
is time you ſhould prepare the nuptial rites; 
And not rely upon a rival's care: 
It may be dangerous. 
Pyr. But tell me, Phenix, 
Doft thou not think, the proud Andromache 
Will be enrag'd, when 1 ſhall wed the princeſs ? 
Phen. Why does Andromache ftill haunt your 
thoughts ? 
What is't to you, be ſhe enrag'd or heat ? 
Let her name periſh : think of her no more! 
Pyr. No, Phoenix !—I have been too gentle with 
her, 
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I've check'd my wrath, and Rifled my reſettment : 
She knows not 758 to what degree I hate her. 
Let us return: III brave her to her face: 
Pl! give my anger its free courſe againſt her. 
Thou ſhalt ſee, Phoenix, how I'll break her pride! 
| Phen. Oh, go not, fir !—There's ruin in her eyes! 
| You do not know your ftrength : you'll fall before 
| her, 

Adore her beauty, and revive her ſcorh. 
| Pyr. That were indeed a moſt unmanly weakneſs ! 

Thou doſt not know me, Phenix ! 

Phen. Ah, my prince! 
You are ſtill ſtruggling in the toils of love. 
Pyr. Canſt thou then think I love this woman 
> FF. 

One who repays my paſſion with diſdain ! 

A ſtranger, captive, friendleſs and forlorn ; 

She and her darling ſon within my power; 

His life a forfeit to the Greeks: Yet I 

Preſerve her ſon ;. would take her to my throne ; 

Would fight her battles, and avenge her wrongs; 

And all this while ſhe treats me as her foe ! 
i Phen. You have it in your power to be reven g'd. 
i Pyr. Ves: —and I'll ſhew my power! Þ'll give her 


cauſe 
| To hate me ! her Aſtyanax ſhall die. 
What tears will then be ſhed ! How will ſhe then, 
| In bitterneſs of heart, reproach my name! 
| Then, to compleat her woes, will I eſpouſe 
| Hermione :—*T'will ſtab her to the heart! 
| Phen. Alas, you threaten like a lover ftill ! 
Hl 
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Pyr. Phenix, excuſe this ſtruggle of my ſoul : 
Tis the laſt effort of expiring love. 
Phen. Then haſten, fir, to ſee the Spartan Anett ; 
And turn the bent of your deſires on her. 
Hr. Oh ! ?tis a heavy taſk to conquer love. 
And wean the ſoul from her accuſtom'd fondneſs. 
But, come: A long farewell to Hector's widow, 
'Tis with a ſecret pleaſure I look back, 
And ſee the many dangers I have paſs'd. 
The merchant thus, in dreadful tempeſts toſt, 
Thrown by the waves on ſome unlook'd-for coaſt, 
Oft turns, and ſees, with a delighted eye, 
Midſt rocks and ſhelves the broken billows fly! 
And while the outrageous winds the deep deform, 
Smiles on the tumult, and enjoys the ſtorm. [ Zxeunt, 


ACT III. SCENE IJ. 


PrLapes and ORESTES. | 


Pylades. 


Fox Heaven? s ſake, fir, compoſe your ruffled mind! ! 
And moderate your rage ! 

Oreſt. No, Pylades! 
This is no time for counſel.— am deaf. 
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Talk not of reaſon ! I have been too patient. 

Life is not worth my care. My ſoul grows deſperate. 

I'll bear her off, or periſh in the attempt. 

I'll force her from his arms : By Heav'n Iwill! 

Hl. Well, tis agreed, my friend: — We'll Wen 
her hence, 

But ſtill conſider, we are in Epirus. 

The court, the guards, Hermione herſelf, 

The very air we breathe, belongs to Pyrrhus. 

Good gods ! what tempted you to ſeek her here ? 

Oreft. Loſt to myſelf, I knew not what I did! 
My purpoſes were wild. Perhaps I came 
To menace Pyrrhus, and upbraid the woman. 
Pyr. This violence of temper may prove fatal. 
_ © Oreſt. It muſt be more than man to bear theſe 
ſhocks, 
"Theſe outrages of fate, with temper ! 

He tells me, that he weds Hermione ; 
And will to-morrow take her from my hand ! 
My hand ſhall ſooner tear the tyrant's heart. 

Pyl. Your "poets blinds you, fir ; he's not to 
| blame 
| Could you but look into the ſoul of Pyrrhus, 
Perhaps you'd find it tortur'd, like your own. 

_ Oreft. No, Pylades! 'Tis all defign——His pride, 
To triumph over me, has chang'd his love. 
The fair Hermione, before I came, | 
In all her bloom of beauty, was neglected. 
Ah, cruel gods! I thought her all my own! 
She was conſenting to return to Sparta: 
Her heart, divided betwixt rage and love, 
Was on the wing to take its leave of Pyrrhus. 


4 
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She heard my ſighs; ſhe pitied my complaints; 
She prais*d my conſtancy ;——The leaſt indifference 
From this proud king, had made Oreſtes happy. 

 Pyl. So your fond heart believes! 

% Oreft. Did J not ſee 
« Her hate, her rage, her indignation riſe 
« Againſt the ungrateful man? 

&« Pyl. Believe me, prince, 
« *Twas then ſhe lov'd him moſt ! Had Pyrrhus left 

her, 

* She would have form'd ſome new pretext to ſtay.” 
Take my advice :——Think not to force her hence; 
But fly yourſelf from her deſtructive charms. 


Aer ſoul is link'd to Pyrrhus: * Were ſhe yours, 


“0 She would reproach you ſtill, and ſtill regret 
« Her diſappointed nuptials. | 
Org. Talk no more! 
I cannot bear the thought! She muſt be mine! 
Did Pyrrhus carry thunder in his hand, 
I'd ſtand the bolt, and challenge all his fury, 
Em I refign'd Hermione. By force 
I'll ſnatch her hence, and bear her to my ſhips ; 
Have we forgot her mother Helen's rape? 

.Pyl. Will then Oreſtes turn a * 
And blot his embaſſy? 

Oreſ?. Oh, Pylades! . 
My grief weighs heavy on me: — Till diſtract me! 
% OO leave me to myſelf !- 
% Involve thee in my woes. Too long already, 
« Too long haſt thou been puniſh'd for my crimes, 
lt is enough, my friend! It is enough! 
Let not thy generous love betray thee farther:“ 


Let not thy friendſnip 
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The gods have ſet me as their mark, to empty 
Their quivers on me. Leave me to myſelf. 


Mine be the danger; mine the enterprize. 


All I requeſt of thee is, to return, 


And in my place convey Aſtyanax 


(As Pyrrhus has conſented) into Greece. 

Go, Pylades 
Pyl. Lead on, my friend; lead on 

Let us bear off Hermione ! No toil, 


No danger can deter a friend: Lead on | 


Draw up the Greeks ; ſummon your num'rous train: 
The ſhips are ready and the wind fits fair: 
There eaſtward lies the ſea; the rolling waves 
Break on thoſe palace-ſtairs. I know each paſs, - 
Each avenue and outlet of the court. 
This very night we'll carry her on board. 

Ort. Thou art too good I treſpaſs on thy 

friendſhip, 5 

But, Oh! excuſe a wretch, whom no man pities, 
Except thyſelf: one juſt about to loſe 
The treaſure of his ſoul : * whom all mankind 
« Confpire to hate, and one who hates himſelf.” 


When will my friendſhip be of uſe to thee ? 


Py]. The queſtion is unkind. —But now remember 
To keep your counſels cloſe, and hide your thoughts ; 
Let not Hermione ſuſpect No more 
I fee her coming, fir—— 

Oreft. Away, my friend; 5 
I am advis'd ; my all depends upon it. LEx. Pylades. 
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| Enter HERMIOxE and CLEONE. 


Oreft. Madam, your orders are obey'd; I have 
ſeen ; 
| Pn; my rival; and have gain'd him for 888 
The king reſolves to wed you. 
Her. So I am told: 
And farther, I'm inform'd that you, Ga 
Are to diſpoſe me for the intended marriage. 
Orefl. And are you, madam, willing to comply? 
« Fer. Could I imagine Pyrrhus lov'd me ſtill ? 
© After ſo long delays, who would have thought 
_ « His hidden flames would ſhew themſelves at laſt, 
“ And kindle in his breaſt, when mine expir'd ? 
“] can ſuppoſe, with you, he fears the Greeks ; 
That it is intereſt, and not love, dire&s him; 
“ And that my eyes had greater power o'er you. 
% Oreft. No, princeſs, no! It is too plain he n 
| you. 
& Your eyes do what they will and cannot fail 
« To gain a conqueſt, where you wiſh they ſhould.” 
Her. What can I do? alas ! my faith is promis'd. 
Can I refuſe what is not mine to give? 
A princeſs is not at her choice to love; 
All we have left us is a blind obedience : 
And yet, you ſee, how far I had comply'd, 
And made my duty yield to your intreaties. 
Orefl. Ah, cruel maid! you knew— but 1 have 
done. 
All have a right to pleaſe themſelves in love: 
I blame not you. Tis true, I hop'd ; but you 
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Are miſtreſs of your heart, and Pm content. 
*Tis fortune is my enemy, not you. 


But, madam, I ſhall ſpare you farther pain 


On this uneaſy theme, and take my leave. 
[Exit Oreſtes. 
Her. Cleone, could'ſ thou think he'd be ſo calm: 
Cleo. Madam, his ſilent grief ſits heavy on him. 


He's to be pitied. His too eager love 
Has made him buſy to his own deſtruction. 


His threats have wrought this change of mind in 
Pyrrhus. 

Her. Doſt thou think Pynben capable of fear! 
Whom ſhould the intrepid Pyrrhus fear? the Greeks? 
Did he not lead their harraſs'd troops to conqueſt 
When they deſpair'd, when they retir'd from Troy, 
And ſought for ſhelter in their burning fleets ? 
Did he not then ſupply his father's place ? 


No, my Cleone, he is above conſtraint ; 


He acts unforc'd ; and where he weds he loves. 
Cleo. Oh, that Oreſtes had remain'd in Greece! 
I fear to-morrow will prove fatal to him. 
Her. Wilt thou diſcourſe of nothing but Oreſtes ? 
Pyrrhus is mine again !—lIs mine for ever! 
Oh, my Cleone ! I am wild with joy ! 
Pyrrhus, the bold ! the brave ! the godlike Pyrrhus ! 
— Oh, I could tell thee numberleſs exploits, | 
And tire thee with his battles Oh, Cleone— _ 
Cleo. Madam, conceal your joy I fee Andro- 
mache: 
She weeps, and comes to o ſpeak her n to you. 
Her. I would indulge the gladneſs of my heart ! 
Let us retire: her grief is out of ſeaſon. 
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Enter AxDROMACHE and Cermi$A. 


Andr. Ah, madam, whither, whither do you fly ? 
Where can your eyes behold a ſight more pleaſing 
Than Hector's widow ſuppliant and in tears? 

I come not an alarm'd, a jealous foe, 

To envy you the heart your charms have won : 
The only man I ſought to pleaſe, is gone; 

Kill'd in my fight, by an inhuman hand. 

& Hedor firſt taught me love; which my fond heart 
& Shall ever cheriſh, till we meet in death.” 

But, Oh, I have a ſon And you, one day, 
Will be no ſtranger to a mother's fondneſs : 

But Heav'n forbid that you ſhould ever know 

A mother's ſorrow for an only ſon. 

Her joy, her bliſs, her laſt ſurviving comfort ! 
When every hour ſhe trembles for his life ! 

Your power o'er Pyrrhus may relieve my fears, 
Alas, what,danger is there in a child, 

Sav'd from the wreck of a whole ruin'd empire ? 
Let me go hide him in ſome deſert iſle: 

You may rely upon my tender care 

To keep him far from perils of ambition : 

All he can learn of me, will be to weep. 

Her. Madam, tis eaſy to conceive your grief: 
But, it would ill become me, to ſolicit 
In contradiction to my father's will : 

*Tis he who urges to deſtroy your ſon. 
Madam, if Pyrrhus muſt be wrought to pity, 
No woman does it better than yourſelf; 
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If you gain him, I ſhall comply of courle. 
[ Exit. Her. and Cleone. 
Andr. Did'ſt thou not mind with what diſdain ſhe 
ſpoke? 
Youth and proſperity have made her vain ; 
She has not ſeen the fickle turns of life. 
Ceph. Madam, were 1 as you, I 4 take her coune | 
ſel ! 


' T'd ſpeak my own diſtreſs : one look from you 
Will vanquiſh Pyrrhus, and confound the Greeks — 


See, where he comes—Lay hold on this occaſion. 


Enter PyxRHus and PHOENIX. 


Pyr. Where is the princeſs — Did 25 not in- 
form me 


Hermione was here ? - 22 Phœnix. 


Phen. I thought ſo, fir. 
Andr. Thou ſeeſt what mighty power my eyes 


bare on him! "To Ceph. 
Pyr. What ſays ſhe, Phœnix? 
Andr. J have no hope left! 


Phen, Let us begone :—Hermione expects you. 
Ceph. For Heaven's fake, madam, break this ſul- 
len ſilence. 
Andr. My child's already promis'd—— 
Ceph. But not given. 
Andr. No, no! my tears are vain! his doom is fixt ! 
Pyr. See, if the deigns to caſt one look upon us! 
Proud woman 
Andr. 1 provoke him by my preſence. 
Let us retire. 
Pyr. Come, let us ſatisfy 


The Greeks; and give them up this Phrygian 5 
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Andr. Ah, ſir! recall thoſe 3 have you 


ſaid! 
If you give up my ſon, Oh, give ap me "I 
You, who ſo many times have ſworn me friendſhip ; 
Oh, Heay'ns !—will you not look with pity on me? 
Is there no hope? is there no room for pardon ? 
Pyr, Phenix will anſwer you: my word is paſt, 


Andr. You, who would brave ſo many dangers 
for me. 


Pyr. I was your lover then : 1 now ant free. 

To favour you, I might have ſpar'd his life ; 

But you would ne'er vouchſafe to aſk it of me. 

Now, ?tis. too late. 

« Andr. Ah, fir, you and. 

& My tears, my wiſhes, which I durſt not utter, 

Afraid of a repulſe.” Oh, fir, excuſe 

The pride of Royal blood, that checks my ſoul. 

You know, alas! I was not born to kneel, 

To ſue for pity, and to own a maſter. 

Pyr. No! in your heart you curſe me! yon diſdain 

My generous flame, and ſcorn to be oblig'd ! 

« This very ſon, this darling of your ſoul, 

« Would be leſs dear, did I preſerve him for you. 

„ Your anger, your averſion fall on me! 

« You hate me more than the whole league of Greece:“ 

But I ſhall leave you to your great reſentments. 

Let us go, Phenix, and, appeaſe the Greeks. 
Andr. Then, let me die! and let me bh to Hector. 
Cepb. But, madam —— 

Andr. What can I do more ! The tyrant 
Sees my diſtraction and inſults my tears. [ To Ceph. 
—— Behold how low you have reduc'd a queen 
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Theſe eyes have ſeen my country laid in aſnes; 
My kindred fall in war; my father ſlain; 
My huſband dragg'd in his own blood; my ſon 
Condemn'd to bondage, and myſelf a ſlave ; 


Yet, in the midſt of theſe unheard-of woes, 


*T was ſome relief to find myſelf your captive ; 
And that my ſon, deriv'd from ancient kings, 

Since he muſt ſerve, had Pyrrhus for his maſter. 
When Priam kneel'd the great Achilles wept : 

I hop'd I ſhould not find his ſon leſs noble. 

I thought the brave were ſtill the moſt compaſſionate. 


Oh, do not, fir, divide me from my child ! 


If he muſt die 
Pyr. Phoenix, withdraw a while. (Ee. Phcenix. 

Riſe, madam Vet you may preſerve your ſon, 

I find whenever I provoke your tears, 

1 furniſh you with arms againſt myſelf. 

I thought my hatred fixt before I ſaw you, 

Oh, turn your eyes upon me, while I ſpeak ! 

And ſee, if you diſcover in my looks 

An angry judge, or an obdurate foe. 

Why will you force me to deſert your cauſe ? 

In your ſon's name I beg we may be friends; 

« Let me entreat you to ſecure his life! 5 

« Muſt I turn ſuppliant for him? Think, oh think, 


Tis the laſt time, you both may yet be happy! 


I know the ties I break; the foes I arm: 

I wrong Hermione ; I ſend her hence; 

And with her diadem I bind your brows. 
Conſider well; for 'tis of moment to you! 
Chooſe to e EPY madam, or a queen. 

« My "m_ conſum'd with a whole year's hab, 
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Can bear no longer theſe perplexing doubts ; | 
« Enough of ſighs, and tears, and threats I've y'd; 
&« I know, if I'm depriv'd of you, I die: | 
“ But oh, I die, if I wait longer for you! * — 
I leave you to your thoughts. When I return, | | 
We'll to the temple ; there you'll find your ſon n 
And there be crown'd, or give him up for ever. i 
[Exit Pyrrhus, 
Ceph. I told you, madam, that, in ſpite of Greece, q 
You would o'er-rule the malice of your fortune. 
Andr. Alas! Cephiſa, what have I obtain'd ! 
 Onlya poor ſhort reſpite for my ſon. | 
Cepb. You have enough approv'd your faith to 
Hector; 
To be reluctant ſtill would be a crime. 
He would himſelf perſuade you to comply. 
Andr. How——wouldft thou give me Pyrrhus for 
a huſband ? 5 
Ceph. Think you, 'twill pleaſe the ghoſt of your | 
| dead huſband, | 
That you ſhould ſacrifice his ſon ? Conſider, | | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
Pyrrhus once more invites you to a throne ; | 
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Turns all his power againſt the foes of Troy; 
Remembers not Achilles was his father; 
Retracts his conqueſt, and forgets his hatred. 
Andr. But how can I forget it! How can 1 
Forget my Hector treated with diſhonour; 
Depriv'd of funeral rites ; and vilely dragg'd, | 
A bloody corſe, about the walls of Troy ? 
Can I forget the good old king his father, | 
Slain in my- preſence ; at the altar ſlain ! | 
| 


Which vainly, for protection, he embrac' d? 
C 
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Haſt thou ſorgot that dreadful night, Cephiſa, 
When a whole people fell? methinks I ſee 
Pyrrhus enrag'd, and breathing vengeance, enter 
Amidit the glare of burning palaces : 
I ſee him hew his paſſage through my brothers; 
And, bath'd in blood, lay all my kindred waſte. 
Think in this ſcene of horror, what I ſuffer'd ! 
This is the courtſhip J receiv'd from Pyrrhus j 
And this the huſband thou wouldſt give me! No, 
We both will periſh firſt ! I'll ne'er conſent. 
Ceph. Since you reſolve Aſtyanax ſhall die, 
Haſte to the'temple, bid your ſon farewell. 
Why do you tremble, madam ? 
Andr. O Cephiſa! 
Thou haſt awaken'd all the mother in me. 
How can I bid farewell to the dear child, 
The pledge, the image of my much-lov'd lord ! 
« Alas, I call to mind the fatal day, 
« When his too-forward courage led him forth 
c To ſeek Achilles. 
„ Ceph. Oh, the unhappy wo 
« Twas then Troy fell, and all her gods forſook her. 
e Andr. That morn, Cephiſa, that ill-fated morn, 
« My huſband bid thee bring Aſtyanax ; 
« He took him in his arms; and, as I wept, 
« My wife, my dear Andromache, ſaid he, 
« (Heaving with ſtifled ſighs to ſee me weep) 
« What fortune may attend my arms, the gods 
& Alone can tell. To thee I give the boy; 
& Preſerve him as the token of our loves; 
&« Tf I ſhould fall, let him not miſs his fire 
„ While thou ſurviv'ſt; but by thy tender care 
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“Let the ſon ſee that thou didſt love his father. 

% Cepb. And will you throw away a life ſo precious? 
t At once extirpate all the Trojan line? 

& Andr. Inhuman king! What has he done to 

ſuffer? 
&« Tf I neglect your vows, is he to blame? 
& Has hereproach'd you with his ſlaughter'd kindred? 
& Can he reſent thoſe ills he does not know? 
But, oh! while I deliberate he dies. 
No, no, thou muſt not die, while I can fave thee ; 
Oh! let me find out Pyrrhus—Oh, Cephiſa! 
Do thou go find him. 

Ceph. What muſt I fay to him? 

Andr. Tell him I love my ſon to ſuch exceſs — 
But doſt thou think he means the child ſhall die? 
Can love rejected turn to ſo much rage? 

Cepb. Madam, he'll ſoon be here —— Reſolve on 

ſomething. 

Andr. Well then, aſſure him — 

Ceph. Madam, of your love ? 

Andr. Alas, thou know'ſt it is not in my power. 
Oh, my dead lord! Oh, Priam's royal houſe! 

Oh, my Aſtyanax! At what a price 
Thy mother buys thee !—— Let us go. 

Ceph. But whither ? 

And what does your unſettled heart reſolve ? 

Andr. Come, my Cephiſa, let us go together, 
To the ſad monument which I have raiſ'd 
To He&or's ſhade ; where in their facred urn 
The aſhes of my hero lie incloſ'd 
The dear remains, which I have 6920 from Troy; ; 
There let me weep, there ſummon to my aid, 

| | 2 2 
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With pious rites, my Hector's awful ſhade ; 
Let him be witne's to my doubts, my fears; 
My agonizing heart, my flowing tears; 
Oh! may he riſe in pity from his tomb, 
And fix his wretched ſon's uncertain doom. 


— —— —— 
ACT Iv. SCENE I. 


ANDROMACHE, CEPHiIsSA, 


Cephiſa. 


„ BEST de the tomb of Hector, that inſpires 
4 Theſe pious thoughts: or is it Hector's ſelf, 


« That prompts you to preſerve your ſon! *Tis he 
« Who ſtill preſides o'er ruin'd Troy; *tis he 
«Who urges Pyrrhus to reſtore Aſtyanax. 

% Andr, Pyrrhus has ſaid he will; and thou haft 

heard him 

* Juſt now renew the oft - repeated promiſe. 

« Ceph. Already in the tranſports of his heart, 
« He gives you up his kingdom, his allies, 
« And thinks himſelf o'er-paid for all in you. 

« Andr. I think I may rely upon his promiſe ; 
« And yet my heart is oyer-charg'd with grief. 

„ Ceph. Why ſhould you grieve ! You ſee he bids 


defiance 


yo all the Greeks ; and to protect your ſon 


« Againſt their rage, has plac'd his guards about him; 


„Leaving himſelf defenceleſs for his ſake: 


© But, madam, think, the coronation pomp 
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« Will ſoon demand your preſence in the temple ; 

« ?Tis time you lay aſide theſe mourning weeds. 
Andr. 1 will be there; but firſt would fee my ſon, 
« Ceph. Madam, you need not now be anx1ous for 

him, 

* He will be always with you, all your own, 

To laviſh the whole mother's fondneſs on him. 

What a delight to train beneath your eye; 

„A ſon, who grows no longer up in bondage? 

« A ſon, in whom a race of kings revive : 

«« But, madam, you are ſad, and wrapt in thought, 

As if you reliſh'd not your happineſs. 


„Andr. Oh, I muſt ſee my fon once more, Cephiſa! 
Ceph. Madam, he now will be no more a captive z 


&« Your viſits may be frequent as you pleaſe, 
« To-morrow you may paſs the live-long day 


« Andr. To-morrow! Oh, Cephiſa!— But, no more! 


4 Cephiſa, I have always found thee faithful: 

A load of care weighs down my drooping heart. 
Ceph. Oh ! that ' twere poſſible for me to eaſe. you. 
Andr. I ſoon ſhall exerciſe thy long-try'd faith.— 

« Mean while I do conjure thee, my Cephiſa, 

160 Thou take no notice of my preſent trouble: 

% And when I ſhall diſcloſe my ſecret purpoſe, 

That thou be punctual to perform my will. 

% Ceph. Madam, I have no will but yours. My life 

« Is nothing, balanc'd with my love to you. 

& Andr. I thank thee, good Cephiſa, my Aſtyanax 

« Will recompenſe thy friendſhip to his mother. 

“ But, come; my heart's at eaſe : aſſiſt me now 

&« To change this ſable habit.” Vonder comes 

Hermione; I would not meet her rage. [ Exeunt. 


; 
1 
i 
i 
D 
| 
bi 
4 
j 


& SIX > 8 E — = VO 
— —— — — —— 


ſ 
| 


55 

x 

9 1 
ot ' 

* 

\ 

9 

; 

19 

4 6 
\ 


— 
— 2 


*. ccc e 
. % — — * 2 


£3 ; . 
* 
4.4 
'F 0 
| ; 
7 
| 1 
9 
14 
0 a 
J 
40 
1 ö 
4 ' 1 4 
| 
4 
| 
by 
p 
7 
#4 : 
ut 
5 


$4 THE DISTREST MOTHER, Acer IV. 


Enter Hermione and CLEONE. 


Cho. This unexpected ſilence, this reſerve, 
This outward calm, this ſettled frame of mind, 
After ſuch wrongs and infults, much ſurpriſe me ! 
You, who before could not command your rage, 
When Pyrrhus look'd but kindly on his captive ; 
How can you bear unmov'd, that he ſhould wed her? : 
And ſeat her on a throne which you ſhould fill ? 
I fear this dreadful ſtillneſs in your ſoul! 

"T were better madam— _ 
Her. Have you call'd Oreſtes? 
Cleo. Madam, I have; his love is too impatient 


Not to obey with ſpeed the welcome ſummons. 


His loye-ſick heart o'erlooks his unkind uſage : 
His ardour's ſtill the fame—Madam, he's here. 


Enter OrtEsTEs. 


Ore/t. Ah, madam, is it true? Does, then, Oreſtes 
At length attend you by your own commands ? | 
What can I do 

Her. Oreſtes, do you love me ? 

Or. What means that queſtion, princeſs ? Do I 

love you? 
My oaths, my perjuries, my hopes, my 1 
My farewell, my return, all ſpeak my love. 
Her. Avenge my wrongs, and I'll believe them all. 


a It ſhall be done—my foul has catch'd the 
- . arm. 
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F 
We'll ſpirit up the Greeks— I'll lead them on 
Your cauſe ſhall animate our fleets and armies. 
Let us return: let us not loſe a moment, 
But urge the fate of this devoted land: 
Let us depart. 
Her. No, prince, let us ſtay here ! 
FE will have vengeance here—I will not carry 
This load of infamy to Greece, nor truſt 
The chance of war to vindieate my wrongs. 
Ere 1 depart, I'll make Epirus mourn. 
If you avenge me, let it be this inſtant ; 
My rage brooks no delay Haſte to the temple, 
Haſte, prince, and ſacrifice him. 
Oreft. Whom ! 
Her. Why, Pyrrhus. 

Oręſt. Pyrrhus ! Did you ſay, Pyrrhus ? ? 
Her. You demur ! 

Oh, fly, begone ! give me no time to think ! 
Talk not of laws—he tramples on all laws 
Let me not hear him juſtify*d——away. 

Oreft. You cannot think T1 juſtify my rival. 


Madam, your love has made him criminal. 


You ſhall have vengeance ; I'll have vengeance too z 


But let our hatred be profeſt and open: 
Let us alarm all Greece, denounce a war; 


Let us attack him in his ſtrength, and hunt him down 


By conqueſt : ſhould I turn baſe aſſaſſin, 
T would ſully all the kings I repreſent. 


Her. Have 1 not been diſhonour'd ! ſet at nought ! 


Expoſ'd to public ſcorn !——and will you ſuffer 
The tyrant, who dares uſe me thus, to live? 


Know, prince, I hate him more than once I loy'd him; 


| 
' 
' 
| 
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The Gods alone can tell how once I lov'd him ; 
Yes, the falſe perjur'd man, J once did love him; 
And ſpite of all his crimes and broken vows, 
If he ſhould live, I may relapſe—who knows 
But I to-morrow may forgive his wrongs ? 
Oreft. Firſt let me tear him piece-meal—he ſhall dig. 
But, madam, give me leiſure to contrive 
The place, the time, the manner of his death: 
Yet, I'm a ſtranger in the court of Pyrrhus 
| Scarce have I ſet my foot within Epirus, 
When you enjoin me to deftroy the prince, 
It ſhall be done this very night. 
Her. But now, 
This very hour, he weds Andromache 
The temple ſhines with pomp : the golden throne 
Is now prepar'd; the joyful rites begin; 
My ſhame is public—Oh, be ſpeedy, prince ! 
My wrath's impatient—Pyrrhus lives too long! 
Intent on love, and heedleſs of his perſon, 
He covers with his guards the Trojan boy. 
Now is the time; aſſemhle all your Greeks ; 
Mine ſhall aſſiſt them; let their fury looſe : 
Already they regard him as a foe. 
* Begone, Oreſtes—kill the faithleſs tyrant : 
My love ſhall recompenſe the glorious deed. 
Oreft, Conſider, madam 
Her. You but mock my rage ! 
I was contriving how to make you happy. 
Think you to merit by your idle ſighs, 
And not atteſt your love by one brave action? 
Go, with your boaſted conſtancy ! and leave 
Hermione to execute her own revenge ! N 
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I bluſh to think how my too eaſy faith 
Has twice been baffled in one ſhameful hour! 
. Oreſi, Hear me but ſpeak !—you know Vl die to 
ſerve you! 

Her. I'll go myſelf: I'll ſtab him at the altar 3 ; 
Then drive the poinard, reeking with his blood, 
Through my own heart. In death we ſhall unite : 
Better to die with him, than live with you ! 

Oreſt. That were to make him bleſt; and me more 

wretched : ?: 
Madam, he dies by me: Have you a foe, 
And ſhall I let him live ? My rival, too ? 
Ere yon meridian ſun declines, he dies: 
And you ſhall fay, that I deſerve your love. 
Hier. Go, prince; ſtrike home! and leave the reſt 

Gs | 
Let all your ſhips be ready for our flight. 

[ Exit Oreſtes. 

Cleo. Madam, youll periſh in this bold attempt. 

Her. Give me my vengeance, I'm content to periſh, 
I was to blame to truſt it with another: 

In my own hands it had been more ſecure. | 
Oreſtes hates not Pyrrhus as I hate him: 
« ] ſhould have thruſt the dagger home; have ſeen 
« The tyrant-curſe me with his parting breath, 
« And roll about his dying eyes, in vain, 
& 'To find Andromache, whom I would hide,” 
Oh, would Oreſtes, when he gives the blow, 
Tell him he dies my victim! — Haſte, Cleone ; 
Charge him to ſay, Hermione's reſentments, 
Not thoſe of Greece, have ſentenc'd him to death. 
Haſte, my Cleone ! my revenge is loſt, 

C 3 
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If Pyrrhus knows not that he dies by me ! 
Cleo. I ſhall obey your orders But ſee 
The king approach !—Who could expect him here. 
Her. O fly! Cleone, fly! and bid Oreftes | 
Not proceed a ſtep before 1 ſee him. [ Exit Cleone. 


Enter PyRRHVus. 


Pyr. Madam, I ought to ſhun an injur'd princeſs : 
Your diſtant looks reproach me: and I come 
Not to defend, but to avow my guilt. 

Pyrrhus will ne'er approve his own injuſtice 
Nor form excuſes, while his heart condemns him. 
* I might perhaps alledge, our warlike fires, 

« Unknown to us, engag'd us to each other. 

« And join'd our hearts by contract, not by love: 

« But I deteſt ſuch cobweb arts, I own 

* My father's treaty, and allow its force. 

« I ſent ambaſſadors to call you hither; 

* Receiv'd you as my queen 3 and hop'd my oaths 

So oft renew'd might ripen into love. 

The gods can witneſs, madam, how I fought 

% Apainſt Andromache's too fatal charms ! 

« And ſtill I wiſh I had the power to leave 

„This Trojan beauty, and be juſt to you.” 

Diſcharge your anger on this perjur'd man! 

For 1 abhor my crime ! and ſhould be pleaſ'd 

To hear you ſpeak your wrongs alond : no terms, 

No bitterneſs of wrath, nor keen reproach, 

Will equal half the upbraidings of my heart. 
Her, 1 find, far, you can be ſincere: you ſcorn 
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To act your crimes with fear, like other men. 
A hero ſhould be bold; above all laws; 

Be bravely falſe; and laugh at ſolemn ties. 
To be perfidious ſhews a daring mind! | 
And you have nobly triumph'd o'er a maid J. 
To court me; to reject me; to return; 

Then to forſake me for a Phrygian ſlave : 
To lay proud Troy in aſhes ; then to raiſe 
The ſon of Hector, and renounce the Greeks, 
Are actions worthy the great ſoul of Pyrrhus. 


Pyr. Madam, go on: give your reſentments birth; 


And pour forth all your indignation on me. 


Her. T would pleaſe your queen, ſhould I Sons 


your falſehood; 
Call you perfidious, traitor,. all the names 
That injur'd virgins laviſh on your ſex ; 
I ſhould o' erflow with tears, and die with grief, 
And furniſh out a tale to ſooth her pride. 
But, fir, I would not over-charge her joys : 
If you would charm Andromache, recount 
| Your bloody battles, your exploits, your ſlaughters, 
Your great achievements, in her father's palace. 


She needs muſt love the man, who fought ſo bravely, 


And in her fight ſlew half her royal kindred. 


Pyr. With horror I look back on my paſt deeds ! 


J puniſh'd Helen's wrongs too far; I ſhed: 

Too much of blood: but madam, Helen's daughter 
Should not object thoſe ills the mother cauſ'd. 
However I am pleaſ'd to find you hate me: 

I was too for ward to accuſe myſelf : 

The man who ne'er was lov'd, can ne'er be falſe. 
Obedience to a father brought you hither; 
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And I ftood bound by promiſe to receive you: 

But our defires were different ways inclin'd ; 

And you, I own, were not oblig'd to love me. 
Her. Havel not lov'd you, then! perfidious man! 

For you I lighted all the Grecian princes ; 

Forſook my father's houſe ; conceal'd my wrongs, 

When moſt provok'd : would not return to Sparta, 

In hopes that time might fix your wavering heart, 

I lov'd you when inconſtant : and even now, 

Inhuman king, that you pronounce my death, 

My heart till doubts, if I ſhould love or hate you: 

But, oh, ſince you reſolve to wed another, 

Defer your cruel purpoſe till to-morrow ! 

That 1 may not be here to grace your triumph | 

This is the laſt requeſt I e'er ſhall make you— 

See if the barbarous prince vouchſafes an anſwer ! 

Go, then, to the lov'd Phrygian ! Hence ! begone ! 

And bear to her thoſe vows, that once were mine : 

Go, in defiance to the avenging gods ! 

Begone ! the prieſt expects you at the altar 

But, tyrant, have a care I come not thither. Ex. Her, 


Enter PHOENIX. 


W 


Phe. Sir, did you mind her threats? Your life's 
in danger ! | 
There is no trifling with a woman's rage. 
The Greeks that ſwarm about the court, all hate you; 
Will treat you as their country's enemy, 
And join in her revenge : beſides, Oreſtes 
Still toves her to diſtraction: fir, I beg 
Pyr. How, Phoenix, ſhould I feara woman's threats ? 
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A nobler paſſion takes up all my thought: 
I muſt prepare to meet Andromache. 
Do thou place all my guards about her ſon : 
If he be ſafe, Pyrrhus is free from fear. [Ex. Pyr. 


Paoexix, alone. 


Oh, Pyrrhus ! oh, what pity 'tis, the gods, 
Who ſill'd thy ſoul with every kingly virtue, 
Form'd thee for empire and conſummate greatneſs, 
Should leave thee ſo expoſ'd to wild deſires, 

That hurry thee beyond the bounds of reaſon! 


LA flouriſh of trumpets. 


0 Such was Achilles z generous, fierce, and brave: 
% Open and undeſigning: but impatient, 
& Undiſciplin'd, and not to be control'd : 
“J fear this whirl of paſſion, this career, 
% That overbears reflection and cool thought; 
&« I tremble for the event!“ But ſee, the queen, 
Magnificent in royal pride, appears, 
I muſt obey, and guard her ſon from danger. 
[Exit Phenix. 


Enter 1 ans and CEpHiSA. 
Cepb. Madam, once more you look and move 4 
5 queen! 
Vour ſorrows are diſpers'd, your charms revive, 
And every faded beauty blooms ane w. 
Andr. Vet all is not as I could wiſh, Cephiſa. 


Cepb. You ſee the king is watchful o'er your ſon; 


Decks him with princely robes, with guards ſurrounds 
him, 


If you miſtruſt my faith. 


62 THE DISTREST MOTHER. Acr IV. 
Aſtyanax begins to reign already. 

Andr. Pyrrhus is nobly minded: and I fain 
Would live to thank him for Aſtyanax: 
"Tis a vain. thought However, ſince my child 
Has ſuch a friend, I ought not to repine. 

Ceph. © Theſe dark unfoldings of your . ys 


plex me. 


„ What meant thoſe floods of tears, Won warm em- 


braces, 
As if you bid your ſon 1 en for ever?“ 
For Heav'n's ſake, madam, let me know your griefs.! 


Andr. That were to wrong thee. 

Oh, my Cephiſa! this gay, borrow'd air, 

This blaze of jewels, and this bridal dreſs, 

Are but mock trappings to.conceal my woe :. 

My heart ftill mourns ; I ſtill am Hector's widow. 
Ceph. Will you then break the promiſe giv'n to 

Pyrrhus; 

Blow up his rage afreſh, and bla your hopes? 

Andr. I thought, Cephiſa, thou hadſt known thy 
miſtreſs. 

Could'ſt thou believe I would be falſe to Hector? 

Fall off from ſuch a huſband ! break his reſt, 

And call him to this hated light again, 

To ſee Andromache in Pyrrhus? arms? 


„Woald Hector, were he living, and I dead, 


« Forget Andromache, and wed her foe ?” 
Ceph. I cannot gueſs what drift your thoughts purſue ;. 


But, oh, I fear there's ſomething dreadful in it! 


Muſt then Aſtyanax be doom'd to die; 
And you to linger out a life in bondage? 
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& Andr. Nor this, nor that, Cephiſa, will I bear; 
« My word is paſt to Pyrrhus, his to me ; 


And I rely upon his promis'd faith. 


“ Unequal as he is, I know him well : 
“ Pyrrhus is violent, but he's ſincere, 
„ And will perform beyond what he has ſworn. 
The Greeks will but incenſe him more; their rage 
% Will make him cheriſh Hector's ſon. 

Ceph. Ah, madam, 
« Explain theſe riddles to my boding heart! 

Andr. Thou may'ſt remember, for thou oft haſt 

heard me | 

e Relate the dreadful viſion, which I ſaw, 
« When firſt I landed captive in Epirus. 
& That very night, as in a dream I lay, 


A ghaſtly figure, full of gaping wounds, 


« His eyes aglare, his hair all tiff with blood, 
“Full in my fight thrice ſhook his head, and groan'd; 
J ſoon diſcern'd my flaughter'd Hector's ſhade ; 
&« But, oh, how chang'd! Ye gods, how much unlike 
« 'The living Hector! Loud he bid me fly! 
« Fly from Achilles? ſon! then ſternly frown'd, 
« And diſappear'd. Struck with the dreadful found, 
I ſtarted, and awak'd. 

« Ceph. But did he bid you 
« Deftroy Aſtyanax ? 

Andr. Cephiſa, I'll preſerve him ;” 
With my own life, Cephiſa, I'Il preſerve him. 

Ceph. What may theſe wp ſo full of Horror; 

mean ? 

Andr. Know then the ſecret 8 of my foul = 

Andromache will not be falſe to Pyrrhus, 
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Nor violate her ſacred love to Hector. 
This hour I'll meet the king; the holy prieſt 
Shall join us, and confirm our mutual vows: 
This will ſecure a father to my child: | 
That done, I have no further uſe for life: 
This pointed dagger, this determin'd hand, 
Shall ſave my virtue, and conclude my woes. 
&« Ceph. Ah, madam! recolle& your ſcatter'd reaſon; 
“This fell deſpair ill ſuits your preſent fortunes. 
&© Andr. No other ſtratagem can ſerve my purpoſe : 
This is the ſole expedient to be juſt 
« To Hector, to Aſtyanax, to Pyrrhus. 
6 I ſhall ſoon viſit Hector, and the ſhades 
„Of my great anceſtors :”'— Cephiſa, thou 
Wilt lend a hand to cloſe thy miſtreſs' eyes. 
Ceph. Oh, never think that I will ſtay behind you! 
Andr. No, my Cephiſa; I muſt have thee live, 
* Remember, thou didſt promiſe to obey, 
And to be ſecret : wilt thou now betray me? 
After thy long, thy faithful ſervice, wilt thou 
“ Refuſe my laſt commands, my dying with ? 


« Once more I do conjure thee live for me. 


Cepb. Lite n not worth my care when you are 
gone.“ 


Andr. 1 muſt commit into thy faithful hands 
All that is dear and precious to my ſoul : 


+ Live, and ſupply my abſence to my child ; 
All that remains of Troy ; a future progeny 
Of heroes, and a diſtant line of kings, 


In him, is all intruſted to thy care. 
Cepb. But, madam, what will be the rage of 
Pyrrhus, 
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« Defrauded of his promis'd happineſs ? | 
Andr. That will require thy utmoſt {kill : Obſerrs 


The firſt impetuons onſets of his grief; 


“ Ule ev 'ry artifice to keep him ſtedfaſt. 
Sometimes with tears thou mayſt diſcourſe of me; 
Speak of our marriage; let him think I lov'd him; 


„Tell him my ſoul repos'd itſelf on him, 


« When I reſigned my ſon to his protection.“ 

Ceph. Oh, for a ſpirit to ſupport my grief! 
Is there ought more before you go for ever ? 

Andr. Oh, my Cephiſa! my ſwoln heart is full! 
I have a thouſand farewells to my ſon : 
But tears break in !—Grief interrupts my ſpeech 
My ſoul o' erflows in fondneſs —— Let him know 
I dy'd to fave him :;—* And would die again.“ 
Seaſon his mind with early hints of glory ; 
Make him acquainted with his anceſtors ; 
Trace out their ſhining ſtory in his thoughts; 


Dwell on th' exploits of his immortal father, 


And ſometimes let him hear his mother's name, 


Let him reflect upon his royal birth 


& With modeſt pride; Pyrrhus will prov. friend 
« But let him know he has a conqueror's right.“ 
He muſt be taught to ſtifle his reſentments, 


And ſacrifice his vengeance to his ſafety. 


Should he prove headſtrong, raſh, or unadvis'd, 
He then will fruſtrate all his mother's virtue, 
Provoke his fate, and I ſhall die in vain. 
Geph. Alas! I fear I never ſhall outhve you. 
Andr. No more:—thy tears, Cephiſa, willbetray me; 
Aſſume a cheerful look: but ſtill remember 
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Hark how the trumpet, with its ſprightly notes, 
Proclaims the appointed hour, and calls us hence, 
Hector, I come, once more a queen, to join thee ! 
Thus the gay victim, with freſh garlands crown'd, 
Pleas'd with the ſacred fife's enliv'ning ſound, 
Through gazing crowds in ſolemn ſtate proceeds, 
And dreſt 1 in fatal pomp magnificently bleeds. 

[ Exeunt. 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


HrermiONE alone. 


War have I done? Where am I? Where is 
Pyrrhus ? 
Ve gods! what mean theſe horrors ?—I'm undone! 
My ſoul is on the rack !—I cannot bear it :- 
Why do I wander like ſome guilty ghoſt ? 
What brought me to this place? what keeps me here? 
The court of Pyrrhus has no room for me! 
Do I ſtill doubt if I ſhould love or hate him? 
Hard-hearted man! how unconcern'd he left me l. 
Did he once ſigh? Beſtow one pitying look ?. 
Once ſhed a tear? or ſpeak one ſoft, kind word? 
Did he ſo much as feign one moment's ſorrow, 
To calm my griefs, and mitigate his falſehood 2: 
Why am 1 ſtill thus anxious for his life? 
Why do I ſtart at his impending fate? 
Shall he then live ? Shall the baſe traitor live. 
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To laugh at my diſtreſs? No, let him periſh ! 

Be quick, Oreſtes ?—Execute my orders! 

Alas! my orders ! Oh, prepoſterous guilt ! 

Can I decree the death of him I love ? 

Was it for this my ſoul delighted in him ? 

Was it for this I left my father's court ? 

Have I then croſs'd ſo many realms and ſeas 

To murder Pyrrhus ? 


Enter Citoxn, 


Her. Oh, Cleone, help me! 
What have I done ? Is Pyrrhus yet alive ? 


What ſay'ſt thou ?—Anſwer me: Where is the king? 


Cleo. Madam! I ſaw the cruel prince ſet forward, 
Triumphant in his looks, and full of joy. 
Still as he walk'd his raviſh'd eyes were fixt 
On the fair captive z while through ſhouting crowds 
She paſs'd along with a dejected air, 
And ſeem'd to mourn her Hector to the laſt. 
Her. Inſulting tyrant ! I ſhall burſt with rage! 
But ſay, Cleone, didſt thou mark him well? 
Was his brow ſmooth ? Say, did there not appear 
Some ſhade of grief ; ſome little cloud of ſorrow ? 
Did he not ſtop ? Did he not once look back? 


Didft thou approach him? Was he not confounded ?. 


Did he not——Oh, be quick and tell me all! 
Cleo. Madam, the tumult of his joy admits 

No thought but love. Unguarded he march'd on, 
Midſt a promiſcuous throng of friends and foes. 
His cares all turn upon Aſtyanax, 
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Whom he has ledg'd within the citadel 
Defended by the ſtrength of all his guards. 
Her. Enough! he dies!—the traitor ? 
Oreſtes ? 
Cleo. He's in the temple with his whole retinue. 
Her. Is he ſtill reſolute ? Is he ſtill determin'd ? 
Cleo. Madam, I fear 


-Where's 


Her. How! Is Oreſtes falſe? 


Does he betray me too? 

Cleo. A thouſand doubts 
Perplex his ſoul, and wound him with remorſe : 
His virtue and his love prevail by turns. 
He told me Pyrrhus ſhould not fall ignobly : 
Pyrrhus, the warlike ſon of great Achilles. 
He dreads the cenſure of the Grecian ſtates ; 


Of all mankind ; and fears to ſtain his honour, 


Her. Poortim'rous wretch! 'tisfalſe ! he baſely fears 

To cope with dangers, and encounter death; 
*Tis that he fears: Am I bright Helen's daughter? 
To vindicate her wrongs all Greece conſpir'd ; 
For her confederate nations fought, and kings were 
ſlain ; 


Troy was o'erthrown, and a whole empire fell. 


My eyes want force to raiſe a lover's arm 


Againſt a tyrant that has dar'd to wrong me. 


Cleo. Madam, like Helen, truſt your cauſe to Greece. 
Her. No; Tl avenge myſelf ; I'll to the temple ; 
I'll overturn the altar, ſtab the prieſt ; 
111 hurl deſtruction like a whirlwind round me! 
They muſt not wed | they muſt not live! they ſhall 
not 


Let me be gone! I have no time teloſe ! 


Act v. THE DISTREST MOTHFR, 


Stand off! hold me not! J am all diſtraction ! 
Oh, Pyrrhus ! Tyrant ! Traitor | Thou ſhalt bleed, 


inter Ox Rs TES. 


Or. Madam, tis done; your orders are obey d: 


The tyrant lies expiring at the altar. 

Her. Is Pyrrhus ſlain? | 

Oreft. Even now he gaſps in death: 
Our Greeks all undiſtinguiſh'd in the crowd, 
Flock'd to the temple, and diſpers'd themſelves 
On every ſide the altar. I was there; 
Pyrrhus obſery'd me with a haughty eye, 
And, proud to triumph over Greece in me, 
From his own brows he took the diadem 
And bound it on the temples of his captive : 
Receive, ſaid he, my crown; receive my faith; 
Mine and my people's ſovereign reign for ever. 
From this bleſt hour, a father to your ſon ; 
I'll ſcourge his foes : henceforward be he ſtyl'd 
The Trojan king ; © I ſwear it at the altar, 
« And call the gods to ratify my vows.” . 
His ſubjects with loud acclamations ſnooæ 
The ſpacious dome. Our Greeks, enrag'd, cried out, 
Revenge! revenge! broke thro? the thronging preſs, 
And ruſh'd tumultuous on the unregarded king, 
« Their eager fury left no work for me.” 
Pyrrhus awhile oppos'd their claſhing ſwords, 
And dealt his fatal blows on ev'ry fide 
With manly fierceneſs ; till oppreſt by numbers, 
Streaming with blood, all over gaſh'd with wounds, 
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Whom he has lodg'd within the citadel, 
Defended by the ſtrength of all his 8 
Her. Enough! he dies! —the traitor? 
Oreſtes? 
Clio. He's in the temple with his whole retinue. 
Her. Is he till reſolute? Is he ſtill determin'd ? 
Cleo. Madam, I fear 
Her. How! Is Oreſtes falſe? 
Does he betray me too ? 
Cleo. A thouſand doubts 
Perplex his ſoul, and wound him with remorſe : 
His virtue and his love prevail by turns. 
He told me Pyrrhus ſhould not fall ignobly : 
Pyrrhus, the warlike ſon of great Achilles. 
He dreads the cenſure of the Grecian ſtates ; 


Where's 


Of all mankind ; and fears to Rain his honour. 


Her. Poor tim'rous wretch! tis falſe ! he baſely fears 
To cope with dangers, and encounter death; 
*Tis that he fears :—Am I bright Helen's daughter? 
To vindicate her wrongs all Greece conſpir'd; 

For her confederate nations fought, and kings were 
ſlain ; 


Troy was o'erthrown, and a whole empire fell. 


My eyes want force to raiſe a lover's arm 
Againſt a tyrant that has dar'd to wrong me. 
Cleo. Madam, like Helen, truſt your cauſe to Greece. 

Her. No; Tl avenge myſelf ; I'll to the temple; 
I'll overturn the altar, ſtab the prieſt ; 

III hurl deſtruction like a whirlwind round me! 
They muſt not wed ! they muſt not live ! they (hall 

not 


Let me be gone ! I have no time te doſe! 


Act v. THE DISTREST MOTHER, 


Stand off! hold me not! I am all diſtraction! | 
Oh, Pyrrhus ! Tyrant ! Traitor | Thou ſhalt bleed, 


Enter Os ks TES. 


Oref. Madam, tis done; your orders are obey'd; 


The tyrant lies expiring at the altar. 

Her. Is Pyrrhus lain ? 

Org. Even now he gaſps in death: 
Our Greeks all undiſtinguiſh'd in the crowd, 
Flock d to the temple, and diſpers'd themſelves 
On every ſide the altar. I was there; 
Pyrrhus obſery'd me with a haughty eye, 
And, proud to triumph over Greece in me, 
From his own brows he took the diadem 
And bound it on the temples of his captive : 
Receive, ſaid he, my crown; receive my faith 
Mine and my people's ſovereign reign for ever. 
From this bleſt hour, a father to your ſon ; 
I'll ſcourge his foes : henceforward be he ſtyl'd 
The Trojan king ; “ 1 ſwear it at the altar, 
« And call the gods to ratify my vows.” . 
His ſubjects with loud acclamations ſhook 
The ſpacious dome. Our Greeks, enrag'd, cried out, 


Revenge! revenge! broke thro” the thronging preſs, 


And ruſh'd tumultuous on the unregarded king, 

4 Their eager fury left no work for me.“ 

Pyrrhus awhile oppos'd their claſhing ſwords, 
And dealt his fatal blows on ev'ry {ide 

With manly fierceneſs; till oppreſt by numbers, 
Streaming with blood, all oyer gaſh'd with wounds, 
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He reel'd, he groan'd, and at the altar fell. 
Haſte, madam ; let us fly! Haſte to our ſhips ! 
They lie unmoor'd : our friends attend us there. 
Her. What have they done! 
Oręſt. Madam, forgive their rage. 
I own your vengeance had been more complete, 


Had Pyrrhus fall'n by me, and had he known 
Hermione chaſtis'd him by my arm. 


Her. Peace, monſter, peace! Gotell thy horrid tale 


To ſavages, and how! it in the deſerts, 


Would'ſt thou impute to me thy barb'rous guilt ? 
Me would'ſ thou make th? accomplice of thy crimes ? 


Hence to thy Greeks, and boaſt thy foul exploits ! 


My ſeul abhors them! I diſclaim the deed ! 
Begone ! I know thee not! Thou fell barbarian ! 
What had he done ? What could provoke thy madneſs 
To aſſaſſinate fo great, ſo brave a man? 
Who ſet thee on ? 

Oręſt. Oh grant me patience, heav'n! 


With your own lips did you not curſe the tyrant, 


Pronounce his death, and urge me to deſtroy him ? 
Her. What if, tranſported by my boundleſs paſſion, 

I could not bear to ſee him wed another, 

Were you to obey a jealous woman's phrenzy ? 

You ſhould have div'd into my inmoſt thoughts : 

My heart, tho? full of rage, was free from malice ; 

And all my anger was excels of love. | 


Why did you take me at my word? You ſaw 


The ſtruggles of my ſoul ; you heard me rave; 
You ſhould have queſtion'd me a thouſand times, 
Yet ſtill have doubted, and ſtill queſtion'd on, 
Before you ventur'd on a life ſo precious, 


Aer V. THE DISTREST MOTHER. 71 1 

Org. Hear me but ſpeak : Heav'n knows, againſt | |] 

my will- 8 ll 

Her. Why did you not return ? Why not conſult me 1 | 

A ſecond time? And undetermin'd till, | i 

Again return, and ſtill find new delays ? | 

What had your raſh officious Greeks, dire blood · | 
hounds! 

To do with my revenge? What drew you hither ? 
To bring on me the vengeful woes that haunt you ? | 
Are theſe the fruits of your deteſted love? 2 4 
Your fatal embaſſy, your hateful preſence, 1 
Drove Pyrrhus to my rival; and deſtroys | | 
Both him and me. He 8 have lov'd me ſtill, 
Had you ne'er interpos'd——Avaunt ! Begone ! | 
And leave me in Epirus. I renounce 
My friends, my country, Greece, and all man- 

kind: 1 
But chiefly I renounce thee ! monſter, thee! Cal. "> 
Oreſt. Am I awake ? Where am I? Soft, my ſoul ; 


Be not too. raſh. Was that Hermione ? | [| 
Why ſhould her anger thunder againſt me? _ ” | | 
Was not this blood ſhed all by her command? 1 


I am, indeed, a moſt outrageous monſter! 
A ruffian, murderer, a baſe aſſaſſin 
And all to pleaſe a falſe, ungrateful woman. 
Heneeforward let the laws of nations ceaſe; 
And let the pale, that ſevers right and wrong, 
Things ſacred and profane, be broken down; 1 
Gods in their temples, kings upon their thrones, | | 
[ 
| 
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Are not in ſafety, while Oreſtes lives. 
Oh, never more ſhall my torn mind be heal'd, : ll! 
Nor taſte the gentle comforts of repoſe ! iff 
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A dreadful band of gloomy cares ſurround me, 
And lay ſtrong ſiege to my diſtracted ſoul. 


Enter PYLADES, attended by Greeks. 


Pyl. Haſte, prince; let us begone : tis death te 
ay. SD 
| Andromache reigns queen: ſhe gives the alarm, | 
And yows revenge upon the foes of Pyrrhus. 
The people arm and muſter in the ſtreets: 
Our Greeks will not be able long to guard 
The palace gates, and to ſecure our flight. 
We muſt be ſpeedy, fir. 
Orefl. You may depart, 
My friends Hermione and I remain 
Her cruelty has quite undone me“ Go 
« And leave me to myſelf ——P'lI find her out.” 
Pyl. Alas, unhappy princeſs ! ſhe's no more; 
6 Forget her, fir, and fave yourſelf with us.“ 
Oreſt. Hermione no more !—Oh, all ye powers! 
Pyl. Full of diſorder, wildneſs ip her looks, 
With hands expanded, and diſhevelPd hair, 
Breathleſs and pale, with ſhrieks ſhe ſought the temple; 
In the mid-way ſhe met the corpſe of Pyrrhus ; 
She ſtartled at the fight ; then, ſtiff with horror, 
Gaz'd frightful : waken'd from the dire amaze, 
She rais'd her eyes to heav'n with ſuch a look 
As ſpoke her ſorrows, and reproach'd the gods : @ 
Then plung'd a poinard deep within her breaſt, 
And fell on Pyrrhus, graſping him in death. 
Oreft.. 1 thank you, gods -I never could expect 
To be ſo wretched—You have been induſtrious 


Aer v. THE DISTREST MOTHER. 15 


To finiſh your decrees; to make Oreſtes 
A dreadful inſtance of your power to puniſh. 
I'm ſingled out to bear the wrath of heav'n. 

Pyl. You hazard your retreat by theſe delays. 
'The guards will ſoon beſet us. Your complaints 
Are vain, and may be fatal. | 

Oreſft. True, my friend: 

And therefore 'twas I thank'd the bounteous ents. 
My fate's accompliſh'd—T ſhall die content. 
Oh, bear me hence—blow, winds ! 
Pyl. Let us be gone. 
Oreft. The murder'd lovers wait me Hark, they 
call ! 
Nay, if your blood ill reeks, I'll mingle mine: 
One tomb will hold us all, 

Pyl. Alas ! I fear 
His ravings will return with his misfortunes. 

Org. I am dizzy Clouds Quite loſt in utter 

dar kneſs. 
Guide me, ſome friendly pilot, through the ſtorm. 
I ſhiver | Oh, I freeze! So; 
Tisthe grey daun 
I am encompaſs' d with a ſea of blood 
The crimſon billows! Oh ! my brain's on fire ! 
Fyl. How is it, fir ?—Repoſe yourſelf on me. 


Oreft. Pyrrhus, ftand off. What would'ſ thou 


How he glares !. 


What envious hand has clos'd thy ous 2 Have at 


thee. 
It is Hermione that . 1 


She catches Pyrrhus in her arms. — Oh, fave me ?- 


How terrible ſhe looks ! She knits her brow ! 
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Light returns; 
See, Pylades Behold!— 
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She frowns me dead ! She frights me into madneſs 
Where am 1: Who are you? | 
Pyl. Alas, poor prince ! 
„Help to ſupport him.—How he pants for breath !” 
Oreft. This is moſt kind, my Pylades—Oh, why, 
Why was I born to give thee endleſs trouble ? 
Pyl. All will go well ; he ſettles into reaſon. 
Oreft. Who talks of reaſon? Better to have none 
Than not enough. Run, ſome one, tell my Greeks, 
1 will not have them touch the king. Now now 
I blaze again See there Look where they come; 
A ſhoal of furies How they ſwarm about me. 
My terror — Hide me !—Oh, their ſnaky locks! 
Hark, how they hiſs! —See, ſee the flaming brands! 
Now they let drive full at me !—How they grin, 
And ſhake their iron whips !—My ears! what yelling! 
And ſee, Hermione She ſets them on 
Thruſt not your ſcorpions thus into my boſom! 
Oh -I am ſtung to death! — Diſpatch me ſoon! 
There - take my heart, Hermione ! Tear it out! 
Disjoint me! kill me! Oh, my tortur'd ſoul. 
Pyl. Kind Heav'n reſtore him to his wonted calm! 
Oft have I ſeen him rave: but never thus: 
Quite ſpent !—Aſffſt me, friends, to bear him off. 
Our time is ſhort : ſhould his ſtrong rage return, 
Twould be beyond our power to force him hence, 
Away, my friends! I hear che portal open. [Ex. 


Enter PHOENIX, attended by Guards, 


Phen. All, all are fled ! ——Oreftes is not here 
Triumphant villains . The baſe, giddy rabble, 
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Whoſe hands ſhould all have been employed with fires 

To waſte the fleet, flock'd round the dying princeſs 
And, while they ſtand agaze, the Greeks embark. 

Oh, tis too plain this ſacrilegious murder 

Was authoriz' d. Th' ambaſſador's eſcape 

Declares his guilt.Moſt bloody embaſſy ! | 

Moſt unexampled deed !—Where, where, ye gods, 
Is majeſty ſecure, if in your temples 

You give it no proteCtion !—See, the queen. 


LA Flouriſh of Trumpets. 
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Enter Axpromacue and CETHIS4. 


Andr. Yes, ye inhnman Greeks! the time will come 
When you ſhall dearly pay your bloody deeds ! 
How ſhould the Trojans hope for mercy from you, 
When thus you turn your impious rage on Pyrrhus; 
Pyrrhus, the braveſt man in all your league: 

The man whoſe 252 valour made you triumph. 
LA dead March behind. 
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Is my child there? 
Cscpb. It is the corpſe of Pyrrhus. 
The weeping ſoldiers bear him on their ſhields. 
Andr. IIl- fated prince! too negligent of life: 
And too unwary of the faithleſs Greeks ! 
Cut off in the freſh rip'ning prime of manhood, 
Even in the pride of life: thy triumphs new, 

And all thy glories in full bloſſom round thee ! 

The very Trojans would bewail thy fate. | 
Ceph. Alas, then, will your ſorrows never end! 
Andr. Oh, never, never |\—— While 1 live, my tears | | 

Will never ceaſe ; for I wes born to grieve, — | 
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Give preſent orders for the fun'ral pomp: [To Phcoens 
Let him be rob'd in all his regal ſtate 
Place round him ev'ry ſhining mark of honour : 
And let the pile, that conſecrates his aſhes, 
Riſe like his fame, and blaze above the clouds. 
| LA Flouriſh of Trumpets. 
Cepb. That ſound proclaims th' arrival ofthe prince, 
The guards conduct him from the citadel. 1 
Andr. With open arms I'll meet him !—Oh; Ce- 
phiſa ! 

A ſpringing Joy, mixt with a ſoft concern, . 
A pleaſure which no language can expreſs, 
An extacy that mothers only feel, 
Plays round my heart, and brightens up my ſortow, | 
Like gleams of ſunſhine in a low'ring ſky. 
Though plung'd in ills, and exercis'd in care, 
Yet never let the noble mind deſpair : 
When preſt by dangers and beſet with foes, 
The gods their timely ſuccour interpoſe; 
And when our virtue ſinks, o'erwhelm'd with grief, 
By unforeſeen expedients brings relief. 


[ Exeunt omnes; 
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WRITTE/ BY MR. BUDGELL, 
Of the Inner Temple. * 


Spoken by Andromache. 


I Hope you'll own, that cih becoming art, 

Poe play d my gama, and topp'd the widow's part. 
My ſpouſe, poor man, could not live out the play, 
But dy'd commodiouſly on his wvedding-day ; 
While I, his reli, made at one bold fling, 
Myſelf a princeſs, and young Sty a king. 


Tou, ladies, who protraò a lovers pain, 
And hear your ſervants figh whole years in vain ; 
Which of you all would not on marriage venture, 
Might ſbe ſo ſoon upon her jointure enter ? 


Twas a firange ſeape ! Had Pyrrhus bo'd till now, 
I had been finely hamper'd in my vow. 


To die by one's own hand, and fly the charms 
Of love and life in a young monarch's arms ! 

*T vere an hard fate———ere Þ had undergone it, 
1 might have took one night———to think upon. it. 


But why, you'll ſay, 4was all this grief expreſt 
For a firſt huſband, laid long fince at rat? 
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Fo break the ten. ſold barriers of the gate,  - 
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As no two men could lift, not even of thoſe, 
l ho in that age of thund*ring mortals roſe : 


And funk the widow in the well-dreſs'd bride. 
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Why fo much roldueſs to Ft kind protector? 


Ab, lad! had you known the good man Hector ! 
Homer vill tell you, (or I'm mizinfor d, 
That, when enrag d, the Grecian camp he florm'd ; | 


He threw a flone of ſuch prodigious weight 


It would have ſprain'd a dozen modern beaux. 
4. -ngth, howeer, I laid my weeds aſide, 


In you in fill remain 10 grace the play, 
Aud Bleſs rvith, 2 coronation day ; 
4 


Tale, then, yeti of etrave and fair, 
The * and ors to your care. 
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Why fo much roldneſs to Fe: kind proteftor ? | 
Ab, ladiet ! had you known the good man Hector ! 
Homer will rell you, (or I'm mitinform d. 
That, when enrag'd, ibe Grecian camp he florm'd ; 
To break the len. fold barriers of the gate, 

He threw a flone of ſuch prodigious weight 

As no two men could liſt, not even of thoſe, 

l o in that age of thund"ring mortals roſe : 

At would have ſprain'd a dozen modern beaux. 


At length, howeer, I laid my weeds aſide, 
And ſunk the widow in the well-dreſs'd bride. 
In you it /{ill remains to grace the play, 
And Bleſs with jay my coronation day ; | 
Tale, then, ye circles of ſhebrave and fair, 
The fatherleſs and widow to your care. 
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